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EIGHT SECRETS 

CHAPTER I 

Archie's scheme and mollie's geese 

Tommy the Tinker wasn't his real name, of 
course. That was what his father called hina for 
fun. His proper name was Archibald Thomas 
Duncan; and to his mother and brother, to 
Molhe, and to folks in general, he was simply 
Archie. 

Archie was now just past fifteen, and at the 
present moment was looking seriously into the 
future. His mother, however, seemed to fail 
to understand this, for he heard her calling 
through the orchard, where Uttle green apples 
were getting just big enough to tempt little 
green boys: — 

"Ho, Ar-r-r-chie ! Quit gaping at that mud- 
puddle, and come and rock the baby." 

Slowly the boy turned on the heel of his bare 
brown foot and walked toward the house, 
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where his mother stood in the doorway, with a 
very sleepy and consequently rather cross in- 
fant in her arms. Archie looked wistfully at 
the sunbeams playing hide-and-seek with the 
shadows aroimd the apple trunks, and an- 
nounced in so serious a tone as to make his 
mother smile: — 

"It isn't a bit of fun to go in and rock that 
baby to sleep." 

"I don't suppose it is, my son. I had to 
laugh a little, because I remember Malcohn 
sajong exactly the same thing once, when I 
called him in to rock you in that same old 
cradle. If little Esther had lived — did you 
remember that it was four years to-day that 
she died ? — I suppose she would have done it ; 
but now you must be mamma's help for a while. 
And, my boy," the mother continued, as she 
laid the baby in the cradle, then paused a 
moment with her hand on Archie's shoulder, 
"you do help me a great deal. Sakes ! I don't 
know how I'd get along without you." 

"Oh, it's all right," said Archie. "I want to 
do my share. Just let me get my book." 

A moment later the boy sat on a low chair in 
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the shaded room, one foot touching the rocker 
of the old-fashioned cradle, which swung back 
and forth, back and forth, with a chirruping 
creak. "I expect you'll go to sleep sooner than 
Toots," — the farmer's name for two-years-old 
Ethel, — Mrs. Duncan had said one day, "so 
I put that little noise into the cradle to tell me 
when it happened. No creak, no help for you, 
Master Archie !" She shook her finger in play- 
ful menace, and the boy grinned. These two 
understood one another excellently. 

But to-day the book lay idly on the lad's 
knee, for he was thinking. 

He could see out of the window where a little 
rill came down through the back yard, only a 
couple of rods away, flowing at the bottom of 
a ditch, made so long ago that now it looked 
like a natural watercourse. It brought the 
overflow of a great spring through the pasture 
and house-lot, to make a water-hole in the pig- 
lot, away down by the bam, then to feed a 
little goose-pond below that, and finally to run 
under the road and on into the river. 

The great spring was on the hillside an eighth 
of a mile away. It was a deep basin, big 
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enough to go swimming in — only it was too 
awfully cold for that ! — which Archie's grand- 
father had dug out long years before, and 
where the wiUows the old gentleman had 
planted now formed a dome of fohage over the 
water. It was full of little fish, — chubs and 
sunnies and minnows, — which the boys netted 
for bait, kneeling on the flat stone at the brink 
where Grandpa Duncan's folks used to dip 
up the water. When Archie's father took the 
farm and built his new house, he had laid iron 
pipes underground to conduct the water down 
to his kitchen, and to the stable and watering 
trough; and this pipe and the outlet where 
the overflow ran into the ditch were screened 
by iron nettings, so that the fish could not get 
away. 

It was not these well-known things that held 
the boy's thoughts, however, but the pasture 
lot which lay between the orchard and the 
spring. This was a large lot, on a hillside too 
stony to be good for cultivation, which sloped 
down at its hither end into a marshy hollow 
through which the ditch ran. The ground be- 
low it, on which the orchard and garden and 
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house stood, was higher, so that it had been 
necessary to cut the ditch pretty deeply at the 
lower margin of the marsh to drain it and let 
the rill flow on down, as has been described. 
Sometimes, in spring, or after heavy rains, the 
bottom of this hollow was covered with water 
for a day or two, and then a heavy stream 
rushed down the ditch. A good deal of water 
lay upon the little marsh now, for it was not yet 
the end of May. 

"If Dad'U let me," said Archie to himseK, 
"I believe I can do it," and he excitedly gave 
such a jar that Toots woke up and began to 
scream, bringing Mother with her arms white 
with flour and her eyes black with wrath ; and 
so the boy had to stop his dreaming and attend 
to business. 

But after a while the closed eyes and regular 
breathing of the little one showed that it had 
crossed the ferry to Shadowtown, and that 
the eager ferryman could feel free for a time. 
Tiptoeing out, he ran away to the pasture again 
and resumed his study of the " mud-puddle." 

"If I could make a dam right here," he 
thought, as he stood on the lower edge, where 
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the deep inlet of the ditch had been cut, "I 
could flood the marsh and make a skating pond. 
I wonder how big it would be?" 

He tried to judge with his eye how far back 
the water would go, but foimd it hard to deter- 
mine that. Next he walked around the irreg- 
ular low ground, trying to keep his steps 
about on the level of what he thought would 
be the surface of the pond ; but that was equally 
unsatisfactory. Then he remembered how, 
last fall, when they were putting up a fence, 
his big brother Malcolm had sighted across 
the top of the posts to see if they were straight 
and all of the same height. This made him 
he down on his face and try to sight across the 
ground, but it was so rough and grassy that 
plan wouldn't work well. Then he heard his 
mother calling, and went back to the house 
to help set the table and get dinner ready. 
But before he got there MoUie came running 
up from the gate, and ordered him to clear 
out, — "can't be bothered with great clumsy 
boys," she said. 

"If there's a nicer, handier, better-behaved 
gu-1 m the state of Pennsylvania than Mollie 
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French, I'd like to see her," Mrs. Duncan told 
a neighbor one day ; and she meant it. 

The Widow French owned a small but pro- 
ductive farm half a mile below the Duncans; 
and the boy and girl had grown up together. 
For two years, now, they had been classmates 
in the village school of CarroUton, three mUes 
down the valley, and were to be graduated 
this coming June ; but scarlet fever had broken 
out in the town early in May, wherefore the 
authorities had closed the school and given 
the graduating class their diplomas without the 
final examination, — which is more luck than 
falls to the most of us. 

Archie, dismissed from the house, went to 
work at the kitchen woodpile, sphtting blocks 
he had sawed earlier in the morning, xmtil his 
father came in from the fields at noon. 

"Tommy, go to the tool-house and get me 
the adze, so I won't forget it after dinner. 
We've got to shave some new stakes for the 
side of the hayrick." 

The boy went, and while he was taking 
down the adze from its peg, his glance fell 
upon a carpenter's level. This put an idea 
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into his head, and he carried the level to the 
house. 

"Well, Mollie, what's the news?" Mr. Dun- 
can asked cheerfully, when everybody had been 
served and there was time to talk. 

"Dennis has been reformed." 

"Oh, has he ? What'll Bridget do, when she 
can't lambaste him any more?" 

"She's reformed too. You see, Dennis has 
been drinking a good deal lately, and we've 
been awfuUy afraid he'd go off on a spree, the 
way he did a year ago, just when we need him 
so much. And Bridget was really helping it 
on all the time by her 'lambasting,' as you 
call it. 

"'I s'pose it's all right,' I heard him mutter 
the other day, after one of her lectures. 'Sure, 
fair exchange is no robbery. She gives me a 
piece o' her mind, and takes away" the peace 
o' mine.' 

"Well, yesterday morning Dennis drove 
Mamma into CarroUton, and when they were 
comiag back Mamma found Dennis had a 
bottle of whiskey with him. So she kept watch 
of him until she saw him hide it in the wood- 
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shed, and the moment his back was turned, she 
put into it a lot of cayenne pepper, and I don't 
know what else. When she told me what she 
had done, I went on sentry duty right away, 
expecting fun, and in about fifteen minutes I 
saw Dennis go into the woodshed. All at once 
there was a yell, and more yells, and that wild 
Irishman came bounding out, spluttering and 
swearing — at least I suppose he was, it seemed 
the natural thing to do ; but reaUy no one could 
understand anything, except that he felt ex- 
tremely uncomfortable inside. Bridget tore 
out and hit him a terrible whack with the grid- 
iron, which she happened to have in her hands, 
and which has been useless since. I guess she 
thought he was choking, and had to have his 
back pounded. Dennis stopped dancing long 
enough to give a left-handed backward swing 
of his arm, and Bridget doubled up like a jack- 
knife and sat right down on the cat! 

"If I hve to be a hundred!" cried the girl, 
with tears of laughter in her eyes, "I shall never 
forget the yowl old Jonah gave, or the huh! 
that was bumped out of Bridget! I got a 
glimpse of Dennis diving into the horse-trough, 
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and then I fell in a heap on the kitchen floor, 
just sick with laughing." 

"Where was your mother all this time?" 
asked Mrs. Dimcan, as soon as she could get 
her face straight enough to speak. 

"Oh, she came down just in time to see 
Bridget sit on the cat, and me collapse, and 
we both caught it, I tell you ! I wonder 
why? 

"Well, we all quieted down after a while, 
and got dinner. Dennis went on about his 
work, but kept at a good distance from Bridget, 
and both looked very glum. Along about four 
o'clock Bridget came running into the kitchen, 
swinging her arms and groaning, 'Ochone ! 
ochone !' in that old-country way of hers, and 
crying out that om- foiu* geese were all 'dead 
entirely.'" 

"Groodness!" Mrs. Duncan interrupted sym- 
pathetically. "You did have a day of it! 
And your Ma was setting such store by the 
feathers she was going to get from those white 
Emden geese." 

"Yes, that was the first thing Mamma 
thought of. There they all lay on their backs, 
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near together, with their red feet up in the air, 
just ready to be angels. We felt of them and 
rolled them over, and couldn't see what had 
killed them. Bridget said 'shnakes,' and when 
we told her there were no poisonous snakes here, 
she crossed herself, and said it must have been 
'ould Nick.' It couldn't have happened long 
before, for their bodies were warm yet; and 
Mamma said we must pluck them right away 
before they got cold, because the feathers were 
better that way. 

"So each of us picked up a goose — they're 
heavy things — and lugged it to the house, 
and we all sat down on the steps, and began to 
pull the feathers out as fast as we could. 
Mamma and I had our birds nearly stripped, and 
Bridget wasn't far behind with hers, when, — oh, 
my ! do help me stop giggling ! — when we were 
startled by Bridget's, yelling 'Howly Mother, 
it's ahve !' and dropping her bird to the ground, 
where it lay feebly kicking. 'So's mine !' said 
Mamma, and her goose sHd off her knees, and 
I let mine go too; and there the three naked 
things lay, kicking those red legs and slowly 
wagging their heads from side to side." 
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"Coming to life, eh!" 

"I should say so; and pretty soon they 
began to flop, so I set them on their legs, and 
you should have seen them waddle and stumble 
around in the funniest way, and without a rag 
of clothing. It was positively indecent! 

"Just then Dennis came round the corner of 
the house, and caught sight of the poor crazy 
birds. His jaw dropped, and his eyes bulged 
out, and then he burst into a roar of laughter 
and behaved as bad as the geese, who tried to 
quack in a way that set even Mamma laughing. 
As for Bridget and me, we nearly died! 

'"Be jabers !' Dennis shouted, as soon as he 
could get his breath. 'If that's the way it 
looks, I'm goin' to take the pledge! The 
geeses was dead drunk, ma'am, by raison of 
aitiug corn I fixed for the crows, soaked in the 
bad whiskey I got m town the mom, — it was 
beastly bad, 'n' I don't wonder it knocked 'em 
out. And you — went — and — plucked 'em! 
May the Saints save us! I'm thinkin' you'd 
'a' skinned me !' 

"Just then the fourth goose came waddling 
out of the barnyard as boozy as a lord, and you 
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should have seen it when it met the others ! 
My ribs ache yet." 

"What did you do with the fooUsh things?" 
asked Mrs. Dxmcan. 

"Spent the afternoon making red flannel 
jackets for every one — and you ought to see 
'em now!" 



CHAPTER II 

A BIT OP PRACTICAL SURVEYING 

After dinner there was com to be" hoed 
and weeding to be done, so that it was three 
o'clock before Archie was free to put his idea 
about the carpenter's level into execution. 
Then his mother came out on the shady back 
porch with her sewing, — no complete rest for 
her busy hands ! — MoUie brought little Ethel 
and swung in the hammock stretched between 
two great cherry trees, and the boy took his 
level from the porch corner and went off to 
the edge of the marsh. His idea was to set 
the instrument on the rim of the marsh, where 
he proposed to put his dam, and take sights 
along it. But after, with great trouble, he had 
made it sit level, it proved so short and low he 
could make no use of it. 

The lad saw at once what he needed, and 
going to the tool-house, he hunted up a long 

14 
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board with one edge perfectly straight. This 
he carried back to the marsh, braced it up on 
edge between heavy stones, and levelled it, 
with great pains, by the spirit bubble in his 
carpenter's level. 

This done, he squinted along the top of the 
plank as if he were aiming a rifle, and, to his 
disappointment, saw at once that if he were 
really shooting, his bullet would hit the ground 
a long way beyond where he had expected or 
wanted it to hit. Just then MoUie came along, 
dragging the baby in a little cart, and heard 
the trouble. 

"Why, stupid," she cried, "you don't need 
to build your dam as high as this ridge-top — 
you couldn't in a month of Sundays; and if 
your dam is lower, of course your water'll be 
lower, and not spread so far." 

"Y-e-s, — of course," he agreed. "Queer I 
didn't see that. I suppose I was so busy in 
getting my board and level to work that I 'most 
forgot everything else. Now I know what to 
do. The first thing is to make up our minds 
how high the dam is to be, isn't it?" 

"Seems to me so," said MoUie. 
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So the two went to studying this new problem, 
and they decided that a dam two feet high 
would set the water back over a large enough 
space for good skating, — as much, anyhow, 
as they would want to keep clear of snow. A 
little measuring showed that such a dam in 
the U-shaped ditch-cut would be only about 
six feet in length across the top. It did not 
look Hke too much of a job to build it. 

"Now," said Archie, "I'll fetch a shovel." 

"What! are you going to begin your dam 
right off?" the girl asked in amazement. 

"No," laughed the boy over his shoulder, 
as he darted away, "I'll show you." 

Bringing the shovel, he dug a broad notch 
in the stream-bank, just where the top of the 
dam would come, and on this flat shelf set up 
his straight-edge, and levelled it again very 
carefully. 

"Father'U want to know just how big the 
pond's going to be before he lets me go at it; 
and I've got to find out if I can." 

"Remember that you're sighting six inches 
too high," the girl cautioned him, as he laid 
his cheek to the straight-edge. 
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"Why — ?" and he looked up puzzled. 

"'Cause the top edge of that board is six 
inches higher than the bottom, where your 
dam comes." 

"Ginger, that's so! Say, Mollie, who's run- 
ning this survey, you or I ?" 

"I s'pose you are, but I guess you've got 
rattled." 

"Looks like it, sure enough. Now, how will 
we get around that?" 

"I saw some men surveying for a railroad 
when I was down at my uncle's at Forestville, 
last summer, and I watched them. They 
had instruments on three tall legs, like a camera 
— you've seen them, haven't you ? " 

"Yes, — they call 'em transits." 

"Well, Uncle Joe said the httle telescope 
was always just five feet above the ground. 
They made sure of that by the plumb-bob 
hanging from the centre, no matter how the 
legs sprawled. Now, when they were marking 
the line across Uncle Joe's farm, as soon as the 
instrument had been set up a man would go 
ahead a piece and hold up a rod that had a 
shding piece of red tin on it. He would set 
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the end of the rod in the proper place, — that 
is, in the middle of the place where the track 
was to go, — and slide the tin up or down until 
the fellow looking through the telescope mo- 
tioned to him that it was all right, that is, you 
know, level with his telescope sight. Then, 
you see, a point five feet down from that tin 
mark would be on the same level, or 'plane,' 
as they said, as that on which the instrument 
stood. Sometimes they had to dig down, and 
sometimes they had to fill up, but the workmen 
always knew just how much to do either way, 
by the marks on the stakes the engineers 
drove; and in that way they got the raih-oad 
straight and level." 

"Why, Mollie, you know a lot about it, 
don't you?" 

"One of the surveyors boarded with Uncle 
Joe awhile, and he explained it to me," she 
answered modestly. 

"I'm glad he did, because it comes in handy 
right now. I don't see why we can't do the 
same thing, if you will help. I'll get a stick 
with a piece of white paper tacked on to it 
six inches above the bottom end. You go 
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over to the other side of the marsh, and hold 
it on the ground, and when I get my sight on 
it along the top of the plank (which is the same 
thing as looking through the telescope, only 
not so exact), you lay a chip at the foot of the 
stick, and that'll show where the water will 
rise to at that place, — won't it?" 

"Of coiirse it will. It'll be just as regular 
surveying as anybody's. I will be rodman, 
and baby can carry the chain — I'll make one 
of daisies for her." 

So they prepared a little rod and a lot of 
chips and put them into the cart, and Mollie 
started off around the edge of the marsh. 
Archie would squint along the board, shout, 
or motion with his hands, right or left, or up 
or down, till the stake was in line, and the chip 
placed at its foot. Then she would drag the 
cart and the baby a piece farther, guess at the 
proper place, and Archie would swing his board 
and sight over it until they got a new range. 
So they went on till the low ground had been 
encircled, and a line of seven chips, at a imi- 
form level, showed in a rough way where the 
margin of the oblong pond would come, and 
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how much ground would be covered with 
water, nowhere more than two feet deep, 
except in one pool, where the cattle came down 
to drink at the rill. 

Lastly they walked around the space and put 
a little pile of stones at each chip, so that the 
marks would show more plainly; and when it 
was done it was almost time to go to the 
house and prepare for tea. But just then 
Dennis came down across the pasture and 
stopped a moment to see what was going on. 

"What do ye be doin'?" he asked. 

"I'm going to dam up this little swamp and 
make a pond, so that when it freezes next win- 
ter we can have a good place to skate." 

"That'll be foine for the childers," Dennis 
agreed admiringly. 

"And before it freezes, Dennis," said MoUie, 
soberly, "you might bring the geese over to 
paddle in it." 

"Geese, is it!" and the Irishman's face 
worked as if something inside were trying to 
break out. "Geese, is it! By the Saints! 
Miss Molhe, I'm thinking them geeses will 
stick to wather sure enough after this. But 
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now they've got winter jackets, why don't 
ye tache 'em to shkate ? They could be cuttin' 
goose-wings while you an' Ar-rchie here were 
cuttin' pigeon-wings. But is the place safe 
for the childers?" 

"Why, if the ice broke, the water under it 
wouldn't be deep enough to drown anybody." 

"Mebbe not; but there's the bog below. 
That 'minds me of a shtory. Whin I was a 
spalpeen in ould Tipperary, there was a bit 
of a bog near the cabin; and wan day, when 
my fayther was busy shmoking his dudheen, 
an' I was playing nice and pleasant wi' the pigs, 
a big, barefoot omadawn of a girl came walkin' 
in and says, slow and aisy: — 

' ' ' Fayther's sinkin' in the bog. Mebbe you'd 
like to pull him out?' 

"'Ah, bad 'cess to the bog,' says fayther. 
'An' how dape is he in, Nora dear?' 

" ' A'most to his ankles by now, I'm thinking,' 
says Nora, chewin' the corner o' her apron. 

'"Oh, that's aisy,' says fayther, gettin' on 
his feet. 'We'll soon pull him out and no worse 
for him.' 

"'I'm thinkin' not,' says Nora. 
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"'An' why?' says fayther. 

""Cause he's in head-first,' says the oma- 
dawn. An' 'twas a foine wake we had over 
the bit o' bog next day, for Mike was dead and 
dacently buried long before fayther an' the 
priest could get there." 



CHAPTER III 

GLIMPSES OF THE BIG WORLD 

When Archie got back to the house, after 
putting his plank and level away, and attending 
to some chores, he was surprised to find a stran- 
ger sitting on the porch, chatting with his 
mother. The table was set for tea, Molhe 
was in the kitchen, and his father and brother 
were washing their hands and faces by the 
kitchen door. 

"Mr. Bronson, my younger son, Archie," 
said his mother, by way of introduction, as 
the lad came to the steps. The gentleman 
greeted him heartily, and a moment later all 
were summoned to the table. 

"I have been teUing your wife," said Mr. 
Bronson to the farmer, "that I think no part 
of Pennsylvania is more attractive than the 
Wellakihanna Valley." 

"Well, maybe not. We certainly do get 

23 
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a fine view of the Blue Ridge from the hilltops 
here, and it's very pretty all along the river, 
especially on some of the still reaches down 
below. They say the name is Indian for 'beau- 
tiful river,' and very likely that's so; but I 
never knew whether the meaning was right, 
or what Indians used to live here." 

"I happen to know," Mr. Bronson answered, 
"that the name comes from the Delaware 
language. The Delawares, or Lenni Lenape, as 
they called themselves, had all this country; 
and the name is composed of two or three words 
meaning, all together, not 'beautiful,' but 'rich 
land' river." 

"That must have referred to the lower val- 
ley. Up here among the hills some of the land 
is fair, but there's more that's too stony to 
be worth cultivating, and so big tracts are left 
to grow wood. But they say that three miles 
below, where CarroUton stands now, there used 
to be an Indian village, — but probably you 
know about it." 

"A little. I used to be in this part of the 
state a good deal when I was a youngster, and 
learned some of the local history. But I have 
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always been greatly interested in the Indians 
and their antiquities. Every summer I take 
a walking tour of a fortnight or so somewhere 
in the country, stopping over night where I 
can, and looking up geology and Indian rehcs 

— I'll show you some I have found near here 
after a while. This year I thought of coming 
up this way, and when I spoke of it to my 
friend Archibald Duncan in Philadelphia — " 

"Why, he's my uncle," exclaimed Archie. 
"I'm named after him. Do you know him?" 

"Yes, very well, — or used to, I don't 
often see him nowadays; and he was good 
enough to give me a letter to you, Mr. Duncan, 

— here it is, — and he said he thought probably 
you could let me stay with you over night." 

"By aU means," was the hearty response; 
"longer, if you can spare the time. Do 
you hve in Philadelphia?" 

"Not at present. I hve in Washington and 
am in government service. I have a confiden- 
tial position under the Secretary of the Treas- 
ury and have to travel a good deal." 

Mr. Bronson had made an excellent impres- 
sion on the fanner and all his family before, 
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but now he was treated as an acquaintance and 
friend. A rather tall, broad-shouldered, sinewy 
man of thirty-eight or forty years, and dressed 
in a neat tweed suit of gray, he had all that 
appearance of a cultivated man of the world 
which is so refreshing to the country people, 
who can rarely make so "spruce" an appearance, 
as they call it; and further distinction was 
gained by his wearing knee-breeches and boots 
that laced halfway up his shins, — something 
the youngsters, at least, had never seen before. 

"He seems to have been everywhere and 
seen everything," MolUe whispered to Mrs. 
Duncan, later, after he had been telling of 
mountain climbing in Switzerland, and then 
of glacier scaling in Alaska. He asked a good 
many questions, too, about the country about 
there, and the farms and people, seem- 
ing to be especially interested in the kind of 
people — citizens — they were ; but he showed 
no more disposition to pry into his host's 
affairs than he did to talk about his own, 
beyond telling them of his wife and children. 

After supper Archie said rather shyly to 
his father : — 
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"Dad, I want to show you something up m 
the pasture. Please walk up with me." 

"Up in the pasture ! — What in the world ?" 

"Oh, no matter. Please come." 

"Mayn't I come, too?" asked Mr. Bronson, 
who had been talking with Malcohn but had 
overheard the request. 

"Why, of course — glad to have you; and 
when we've seen this wonder of the boy's, I 
will show you the finest spring in the country." 

And so, shrewdly taking advantage of the 
genial occasion, Archie told his father what he 
wanted to do, and asked his permission to 
try it. 

"Why, I don't know as I care, if you don't 
let it interfere with your chores and helping 
your mother. But let's see, how much land 
are you going to flood?" 

"Just as far as you see those little piles of 
stones — a quarter of an acre, I guess." 

"But how d'ye know the water'U rise only 
so far — guess at it?" 

"No, Mollie and I surveyed it — regularly 
levelled across the marsh this afternoon." 

"You did? How?" 
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So Archie had to describe his apparatus and 
his method, and a proud lad was he when Mr, 
Bronson declared that the method was all 
right, and that he had no doubt the observa- 
tions were correct. 

"It is the pride of a good engineer," he added, 
"to do his work with the simplest machinery; 
and so you see you have begun well." 

Then Mrs. Duncan was heard calling, and 
Archie had to run away to the evening tasks 
he had nearly forgotten. 

Half an hour later all were gathered in the 
porch, and listening to such stories of travel 
and adventure as made them forget how time 
was passing. 

"Dear me!" cried Molhe, at last. "It's 
almost nine o'clock, and Mamma will think 
I've got lost. I must run! But, oh, Mr. 
Bronson, I've enjoyed the evening so much, 
and—" 

"Hold on!" cried that gentleman. "The 
moon'U be up in ten minutes, — I can see its 
light through the trees now, — and Archie 
and I will like nothing better than to walk 
down with you — won't we, boy?" 
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And of course the lad was proud and eager 
to go, and long remembered the walk and the 
talk in the warm moonlight. 

Right after breakfast next morning Mr, 
Bronson shouldered the neat leather haversack 
in which he carried his small belongings, and 
went on his way with a hearty God-speed. 
He had been an exceedingly agreeable guest, 
and his visit a dehghtful break in the monotony 
of farm hfe. They asked him to stay longer 
and invited him to return ; but he declined the 
first invitation and would make no promise 
as to the second. So they expected never to 
see him again, — a conclusion very imsafe in 
a world so small as ours. 

At anyrate, only a week later came a reminder 
when one morning the Rural Dehvery maU- 
carrier brought a letter and a packet addressed 
to Archie. He had a cousin in Philadelphia, 
and another friend or two who wrote to him 
occasionally, but this letter was from Wash- 
ington. 

"Who in the world is that from?" he ex- 
claimed, as he looked at the envelope, back 
and front, hi amazement. 
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"Better open it and see!" laughed his 
mother. 

He tore the envelope apart, pulled out a 
sheet of paper closely written, and glanced at 
the signature. 

"Mr. Bronson!" he exclaimed, and danced 
about like a girl with a new doll. 

"But what a funny way to sign a letter — 
see, it is signed 'Mr. Bronson,' in quotation 
marks." 

"Yes — so is mine." 

"Have you got one, too?" 

"Yes, a short note in which he says how 
pleasant a time he had here, and mentions that 
he has written you and sent you a small present 
— it's hkely in that package." 

Archie hastened to cut the strings, and out 
came several books. He saw their titles and 
danced some more. Then he sat down on the 
edge of the porch, and read his letter, at the 
top of which the writer's house address was 
prettily stamped into the paper in raised blue 
letters, — an elegance in stationery the country 
boy had never seen before. 

"Read it aloud," said his mother, as inter- 
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ested as himself in what it might contain, and 
he began : — 

My dear Archie, — 

I have often thought, since our pleasant 
evening together, — how goes the making of 
the dam ? — what a capital chance you fellows 
in the Wellakihanna Valley have to learn about 
the animals and plants and all kinds of natural 
things in the world about you. I was surprised 
that you, with yom- wide-awake mind, did not 
know or care more about them, excepting birds, 
of which you seem to have a pretty fair 
knowledge. 

When I talked with other boys whom I met 
in my tramping, I found they knew almost noth- 
ing of the most common animals of their own 
neighborhood; and that what httle they thought 
they knew was mostly wrong. They believed 
a lot of fool yarns such as that darning-needles 
(dragon-flies) were all the time trying to sew 
up your ears; and that no snake, even if its 
head were cut off, would die until sunset ; and 
that when a bird broke its leg it mended.it 
with a casing of mud like the plaster of Paris a 
surgeon puts on a man's broken leg; and all 
that sort of foolishness. None of them had 
ever stopped a moment to investigate whether 
such nonsense were true. 

Now this ignorance is partly because no one 
has ever turned their noses in that direc- 
tion — given them a hint of the enjoyment to 
be got out of watching the wild things, seeing 
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what they do and how they manage to get a 
living and keep themselves and their young ones 
away from their enemies, and so on. Why, 
it was a great surprise to one boy I met, to be 
told that there was more than one kind of 
woodpecker. Think of that ! He said the 
redhead was the male, , the high-hole was the 
female, and that all kinds of small black-and- 
white woodpeckers were their young ones ! 

You are well started on birds and own an 
excellent book of ornithology in Warren's 
Birds of Pennsylvania, but I am sure you might 
learn of a lot of other goings-on in natural 
history right around your house that now 
you do not suspect. WTien your pond fills 
up, it will soon get a population of fishes and 
frogs and salamanders. W^ouldn't you like 
to know the different kinds and their names 
and separate habits. There will also be a great 
variety of small aquatic creatures; don't 
you think it would be interesting to make their 
acquaintance? You may be sure it would; 
and that when you have grown older you will 
be glad that you have learned such facts, for 
it will make the world bigger and brighter. 

Now don't get an idea that these things are 
beyond you without a teacher and a library. 
A friend of mine, who is now one of the best 
naturalists on the Smithsonian staff, tells me 
that when he was a boy he lived on a farm much 
as you do ; and that he got to know all the ani- 
mals of his region, and to know them pretty 
well, before he ever saw a book of natural his- 
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tory. If they had any local names, he learned 
them, but if not he gave his own names; 
and he tried to remember what he saw by 
writing down descriptions of appearance and 
notes of behavior in a blank book, which, by 
the way, he made for himself out of brown 
paper. 

He trapped the four-footed animals and 
stuffed their skins; he caught fish and drew 
sketches of them ; he picked up turtles and frogs 
and snakes, and filled pages of his brown book 
with accounts of them; he searched under 
• logs and stones, and in rivers and swamps, for 
snails, and found so many it surprised him; 
he chased birds and insects until he could recog- 
nize a lot of them; and all the time he made 
notes, and studied and corrected these notes. 
When he finally got hold of some books, there- 
fore, he discovered that he knew more about 
a good many of the creatures hving in his 
county than the books seemed able to tell him. 

But I don't want you to lose time doing un- 
necessary work Uke this, since there is plenty 
left to do after one has availed himself of all 
possible aids; and so I am sending you some 
books which will help you to start. One of 
them is Dr. David Starr Jordan's Manvxil of 
North American Vertebrates. That will en- 
able you to ascertain the name of every mam- 
mal, bird, reptile, or fish you are likely to meet 
in your valley. Don't be afraid of the scien- 
tific names and terms. Study the glossaiy 
in the back part of the book, and you will 
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find it easy enough to understand these words, 
and will see their usefulness. 

The next book is WiUiam Hamilton Gibson's 
Complete American Trapper. It gives you 
directions for making and using all sorts of 
traps; and this volume, I think, will particu- 
larly interest a "Tommy the Tinker"! The 
httle pamphlets in the package were issued by 
the Smithsonian Institution, and will instruct 
you how to collect and preserve various kinds 
of specimens in natural history. 

Now I hope these books will please you and 
make an interest for you in a new way ; and I 
shall want to hear from time to time how you 
are using them, and what you learn. If I can 
help you further in this direction after a while 
I will gladly do so, but this is enough to begin 
with. 

Believe me, with best wishes. 
Your friend, 
"Mr. Bronson." 

"You must write a nice letter of thanks," 
said Mrs. Duncan. 

"Oh," groaned Archie, "I can't." 

"Nonsense!" 

"P-1-e-a-s-e, you write it for me. My writ- 
ing is so bad, and I'm afraid I'll misspell 
words." 

"Print the letter, as you used to do, if you 
think that will look better." 
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Archie saw the point and kept stiU. 

"As for the bad spelling," his mother con- 
tinued, "you've got a dictionary to consult; 
and now you see the importance of learning to 
spell. Yes, you must write a letter yourself, 
and a careful one. No amount of trouble is 
too great for you to take in acknowledgment 
of such a favor as he has shown you." 

So the boy set to work, and a week or so 
later slowly produced this reply, which he read 
to his mother and was allowed to send : — 

Dear Mr. Bronson, — 

I have received to-day your very kind and 
interesting letter, for which I thank you. I 
guess you are right about my not knowing 
enough, though I have learned a little about 
birds. I am very fond of the vireos. A pair 
of red-eyed vireos are about here now, and I am 
keeping a watch on them so as to see where they 
build their nest. I know the white-eyed and 
the yellow-breasted, too; and I am going to 
try hard to find the nest of the golden-vested 
one, which, I have read, is very rare, but as 
the only one anybody has found so far, they 
say, was found in this county, maybe I could 
find another. Wouldn't it be grand if I should ! 
I saw in a newspaper that the National Museum 
would pay five dollars for that nest. Do you 
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think that is true ? I would feel much obliged 
if you would ask the naturalist of whom you 
spoke about it, and let me know. You might 
just write a few words on a postal-card, if it 
would not be too much trouble. 

My pond is going to be all right. I had an 
awful time with the dam, but I made it tight 
at last. Dennis Muldoon (he's an Irishman 
who works for Molhe's mother) said it was no 
wonder it took a long time to get it tight, when 
it was holding nothing but water. 

I thank you again for your fine books, which 
I shall read and study a great deal, and I am 
going to try to make some traps hke those 
Mr. Gibson describes. 

Your true friend, 

Aechibald T. Duncan. 

P.S. Please come and see us again soon. 

Archie. 



CHAPTER IV 

A HARD FIGHT WITH A DITCH 

As soon as their guest had left them, on the 
morning of Mr. Bronson's departure, Archie 
jumped in to help his mother catch up with 
her housework, not forgetting that he had 
back work of his own to make up in the wood- 
shed. 

Once a boy on the school playground in 
town had taunted Archie with the fact that 
he helped in the housework, — called him 
Biddy the kitchen girl, or something hke that. 
The other boys stood by, expecting a row, — 
maybe even the joy of a fight; but the whole 
affair fell flat. 

"Don't I see you helping your father in the 
stable 'most every day?" Archie demanded 
coolly, for he was too disgusted to get mad. 

"Yes — but that's different!" 

"How, I'd like to know! Is it any woree 

37 
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to help your mother than your father ? Better, 
I should say, 'cause she needs it more. If 
it won't hurt you, you jackass, to wash buggies 
in the barn, it won't hurt me to wipe dishes 
in the house. Go chase yourself!" 

As to the wood-sawing, Archie had a stent 
of eight sticks a day, taking large and small 
just as they came, and it was not often he 
shirked, for he found that when he borrowed 
time, it was doubly hard to pay it back next 
day. The fact that his father kept a sharp 
watch on the pile of split stove wood laid up 
in the shed, which was expected to grow 
gradually toward winter, and had criticised 
its rate of increase by giving the sawyer a 
moderate thrashing or two when he was 
younger, helped him to keep up to his good 
resolution. 

All the same the boy hated to saw wood. 
He knew it was a capital form of athletics, 
excellent training. Every muscle in his body, 
almost, was brought into play, as, bracing hard 
with one leg, he pressed the other knee upon 
the log to hold it firm on the sawbuck, and then, 
leaning well over, forced the saw through the 
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tough wood. Yes, it would be hard to find or 
invent better general exercise for the whole 
body than wood-sawing; but there are lots 
of things that are more fun for a boy, and this 
one thought it hard, dreary work. It seemed 
all the more so this morning, because he had 
had a glimpse of the big gay outside world he 
so much longed to see and to do interesting 
deeds in ; and he said to himself, with a bitter- 
ness quite unusual to him : — 

"If ever I get rich, or learn how, I am going 
to have a machine to do my wood-sawing. If 
I can't buy it, I'll make one." 

This notion stuck by him, and after a while 
bore fruit, as will be seen. 

The required sawing done, he had to spht 
and pile the short pieces under the shed, and 
then to carry in enough to fill the kitchen wood- 
box. Then there was the baby to rock to 
sleep again, — and this gave him time to think 
over his pond, and to decide that the first thing 
to be done was to cut down and clear out the 
weeds, many of which would not be covered 
by the water, and therefore would stick up 
through the ice and spoil it for skating; but 
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an hour's work or more about the house and 
stable and in the garden remained to be fin- 
ished before he could begin it. 

At last the morning's tasks were done. Get- 
ting the bush-hook, — do city boys know that 
a bush-hook is a short, nearly straight, and 
doubly strong scythe ? — he started in to mow 
the weeds and small shrubs. There were not 
a great many, because the cattle had kept 
almost everything except thistles and heath- 
bushes eaten down; and half an hour's vig- 
orous labor sufficed to clear the space. The 
weeds near the mouth of the rill he shoved 
down into the gap, thinking that their matted 
mass would help hold back the water ; and the 
others he heaped into piles and dragged or 
carried away. This part of the job was done 
by the time he was called to the house. 

Talldng about the project at dinner, Mal- 
colm put a new difficulty in the way. Mal- 
cohn wasn't much of a book student, but he 
had a clear head. 

"If you dam up the ditch now, Archie," 
he said, "it is hkely to be weeks, at this time of 
the year, before your pond fills, and all that 



A HARD FIGHT WITH A DITCH 41 

time what'U the pigs and ducks do for water 
in their holes down below ? Little enough flows 
from the spring as it is, and when you spread 
it over the marsh, it will soak in or dry out as 
fast as it comes, without any heavy rains to 
help it." 

Archie had nothing to say to this, and his 
face became so long that his father broke into 
a laugh. 

"Tom the Tinker is stumped for once," 
he chuckled. 

The laughter nettled the boy and woke up 
his brain. 

"What's the matter with my putting in a 
gate and letting the water nm through until 
I get ready to fill the pond in the fall?" 

"I thought, maybe, even you'd think o' that," 
said his father. "You'll find some six-inch 
drain-tile behind the tool-house, I guess. You 
might make a culvert of them, if you could 
contrive a gate or cut-off." 

"Thank you; I guess I can manage that 
part of it." 

An hour's chore-work after dinner, and ten 
minutes' care of the baby, who by good luck 
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was sleepy, left Archie free for the afternoon. 

Bringing, one at a time, three drain-tiles, 
he laid them end to end in the channel, 
working with his feet bare and his trousers 
rolled high, so that mud and water did not 
trouble him. He bedded the tiles well down in 
the weeds, covered their joints with clay, and 
saw the water run through all right. 

"I can arrange some sort of a gate to open and 
close the culvert by the time I want it in the 
fall," the boy said to himself. "Now for the 
dam." 

First he gathered a lot of good-sized stones 
and laid them alongside his pipes, thinking 
they would serve well to hold the tiles firmly 
in their position, and placed an extra big stone 
on each side of the mouth of the culvert. 

Hillocks of soil and gravel had been thrown 
out when the natural outlet of the marsh had 
been deepened into a ditch, and all that seemed 
necessary now was to put these back. So he 
brought a pick and shovel, and went at work. 

Now a pick is not so easily handled as ap- 
pears. When some muscular navvy swings it 
over his brawny shoulders and lets it come 
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down, plunk ! with a force of several hundred 
pounds, it is an action full of grace, and there- 
fore has an appearance of ease. But when 
an unaccustomed hand lifts the tool, he finds it 
wofuUy heavy and somewhat unmanageable. 
It is likely to turn in his grasp, slip sideways 
and so lose its effect ; or may fly toward him 
instead of sticking into the earth, and so injure 
instep or shins. 

Archie discovered these iniquities one by 
one, and was soon so tired of swinging the tool 
that he was very glad to quit it and go at 
shovelling the loosened earth on top of the weed- 
stems, sticks, wind-blown leaves, and mud, 
which he thought would make an excellent mat 
or stop-gap. 

An hour's labor, stopping now and then to 
tread the stuff down, had raised the pile near 
to the right height. His dam, he concluded, 
was more than half done, and he quit. He 
was tired of the unaccustomed labor; and, 
besides, he wanted to hunt over a ploughed 
field a little way down the creek, to see whether 
he could not find some Indian reUcs. Since 
his talk with Mr. Bronson he had formed the 
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idea of making a collection of the stone im- 
plements dropped by the primitive inhabitants 
of the Wellakihanna Valley, and he was in a 
hurry to begin it. So he threw down his pick 
and began his search, and to his joy did at 
last find one broken flint arrow-head, which he 
carefully put away as the foundation stone of 
his cabinet of Indian antiquities. There are 
few more fascinating recreations than hunting 
these relics. 

That night there came a hard thunder- 
shower, and for a few moments the water fell 
in sheets; and when, as soon as he got up, 
Archie ran out to see how his dam was stand- 
ing it, he was disgusted to find that a good 
deal of it had been washed away, and a lot of 
water was still trickUng through the barrier, 
while the drain-tiles were half full of sand and 
other loose stuff. As he stood studying it 
ruefully, his father sauntered up. 

"Why, my dear boy," he exclaimed, "those 
stones are doing no good out there in 
front. The washing will always be on top 
of a dam. You must dig them up and put 
them on top." 
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As soon as he got a chance Archie took away 
the stones, and then prepared to repair and com- 
plete his work. He brought the wheelbarrow, 
and also a big stick from the woodpile to use 
as a tamper. From a little distance, where 
the earth was more gravelly, he brought a load, 
dumped it in, tamped (that is, pounded) it 
down, and then added several more loads. 

He found that tamping was another form 
of labor not so easy as it looked ; and it didn't 
seem to do much good. It helped the surface, 
but made no cure of a leakage underneath that 
Archie couldn't account for — there seemed to 
be a regular spring right under the dam. 

What the young engineer ought to have done 
at this juncture was to clean out the whole 
thing down to hard-pan, make a temporary 
runway for the rill around the excavation, so as 
to keep the water out of it, and begin anew. 
Instead of this thorough overhauling, he pried 
up the foundation and tried a halfway remedy, 
hunting for the leak. The more he dug at 
the foot of the lower side of the dam, which 
the stones had covered, the deeper the defect 
retreated, and the fiercer the water boiled up. 
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There seemed no bottom at all. The whole 
foundation was a mush of saturated mud, 
leaves, sticks, and weeds, which let the water 
through Uke a sieve. Every angular stone 
thrown in had been so much the worse, for it had 
left a space between it and the next one. This 
is the very means, Professor Rogers tells us, 
that the English farmers of the thirteenth 
century used to drain their lands ; but Archie 
was not intending to make a bhnd ditch. The 
water and wet soil gushed in as fast as he dug, 
and kept him fishing out the loose stuff, which 
he now saw was doing more harm than good. 
When it had all been removed, he found it 
necessary to dig away the saturated banks 
in order to get sound soil on which to rest the 
ends of his dam. 

When he thought he had done enough of this, 
he tumbled in a barrow-load of earth, but saw 
that it instantly turned to mud and oozed away. 
The more he tried to tamp it down the faster 
it disappeared, and the longer he churned the 
more the whole affair slipped down-stream. 

"Cricky !" he declared to himself, "I believe 
a new spring has burst up right here." 
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The fact was, the soil of the seemingly dry 
marsh above was like a full sponge, and the 
deeper he made his hollow below it the more 
the water seeped into it. He was draining, 
not damming. 

It was very discouraging. The quiet per- 
sistence with which nature, in the form of that 
water, opposed the boy, was something to be 
admired — by another person! But this lad 
had the strong old Scotch-Irish blood in his 
veins, and made up his mind to win. 

The first thing to do, he finally saw, was to 
stop the shding down-stream of the filling-in 
material. He drove a fence of stakes across 
the ditch ahead of it. No good. They were 
wobbly, and he pulled them up again. He 
tried to lay a wall of stones, and discovered 
that on one side he could thrust a piece of rock 
as big as his head clear out of sight. That 
plan was a failure. 

Then came the call to dinner, and in the after- 
noon he had to go into the corn-field and drive 
the horse cultivator. The next day he had 
to drive it again, and the following day was 
Sunday, fortunately for Mrs. Dimcan, who 
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had missed much of her son's assistance. So 
for nearly three days the ditch was left to itself, 
and the young engineer had time to study the 
problem it presented. 

On Monday afternoon, then, Archie attacked 
the matter again, and was glad to see that the 
delay had drained off or dried up some of the 
water. He Hfted out the drain-tiles and laid 
them aside. Then with pick and rake he worked 
over the stuff he had thrown into the gap until 
he had pulled out every stick and weed, and 
much of the Ughter mud had drifted away. 

This done, he roUed down the hillside the 
biggest stones he could find and handle, and 
placed them in a double Hne across the front 
of his proposed dam, ramming each one down 
into the mud until it would go no farther. 
He did the same about three feet back, where 
the rear of the dam would come, and extended 
this line well into the soHd ground on each side. 
Then he put a layer of smaller but still heavy 
stones on top of and between these, each firmly 
lodged, and found that their tops came about 
to the level of the old stream-bed. 

This was all he could do in one day, and he 



A HARD FIGHT WITH A DITGH 49 

had not often been more tired than when he 
went to bed that night. His hands were sore 
and his back ached. 

Next day, he was all right again, however, 
and began to fill in the space between the 
outhnes, where was now a thick pudding of mud. 
He tossed in stone after stone and forced it 
down with his rammer, thus squeezing up to 
the top the mud and water. At first he used 
big stones, then smaller ones, and when these 
began to show near the surface he dumped on 
a wheelbarrow load of gravel, and spread it 
around with his rake, so that the pebbles could 
work their way down between the larger rocks, 
as the soft overflow ran away. Thus barrow- 
load after barrow-load was disposed of, and 
back-straining work it was; indeed, his loads 
were so many because each was really less than 
half what a man would wheel. Finally the 
space was full and level, though still oozy, and 
he wondered, as he wearily put his tools away 
whether it would ever settle and drain. He had 
scraped out a little ditch across the surface to 
guide the run of the rill, and hoped it wouldn't 
cut its way too deep before morning. 
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That night it was stormy again, heavy rain 
for several hours; and as soon as he was up 
the lad ran to view the expected ruin. 

Behold, the structure stood firm ! 

There were gulUes and breaks, here and there, 
to be sure, but the "pudding" had been drained 
and settled by the running water until the whole 
mass between the face of the dam and its rear 
wall was sohd and impervious. The water 
was rushing over it like a small mill-race, but 
none was going under it, so far as could be seen. 
With such a massive foundation, — the lack 
of which at the start had been the secret of 
all his misfortunes and wasted work, — it was 
merely a matter of detail to build it up to the 
proper height and shield the banks from wash- 
ing. The placing of the culvert tiles, Archie 
foresaw, might give him some trouble, but he 
felt confident he could finish the job now that 
he had a soHd foundation. 

But how much more labor and grit the work 
had cost him than he anticipated ! And how 
proud he was when his father looked at it, and 
said : — 

"Well done, youngster. I was sure you'd 
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correct your mistakes and beat the mud if 
I gave you time enough; but I just thought 
I'd let you find your own way out of the hole." 

A long afternoon's toil finished the job. Two 
drain-tiles, end to end, were now long enough 
for a culvert. They were laid on a bed of gravel 
made tight and smooth with clay, and then 
were firmly braced and protected imder pieces 
of rock carefully piled. Mollie came while 
this part of the work was going on, and began 
at once to help by collecting stones and bring- 
ing them in the cart. Gravel and clay were 
thrown on each layer, and by evening the 
pipes were buried imder a foot deep of this 
solid material, and the barrier reached from 
bank to bank as high as was necessary. The 
next day Archie paved the top and upper side 
with what his father called a riprap of stones 
and then the dam was finished. 

Its builder was confident it would hold back 
all the water because it was thick and rested on 
a solid foundation; and he beheved it would 
not wash away because of the apron of stone- 
work over its face and ridge. So he leaned on 
his shovel and looked at it with immense interest. 
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"Next time I have to build a dam I'll know 
how to go at it," he told himself; "but what 
a lot of work I've had to pay for the iuforma- 
tion! I know what soldiers mean when they 
talk about dying in the last ditch." 



CHAPTER V 

A SECEET MOLLIE COULDN'T KEEP 

Never did Archie rush his work as he did 
the morning after receixdng Mr. Bronson's 
letter and the books. Instead of leaving until 
toward evening, as he might have done, some 
fence-repairing which his father had com- 
manded, he finished that too, so that he might 
have the whole afternoon free to work in the 
shop, where a fair set of carpenter's tools was 
kept, and he knew how to use them far better 
than do most boys of his age. 

The moment he was free after dinner he 
placed Gibson's book open on the bench before 
him and studied the construction of a certain 
trap he meant to build; and had begun to 
measure and cut some stuff for it, when he 
saw through the window his mother standing 
in the kitchen door, evidently looking for him. 

"Archie," she said wearily, when he walked 
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toward her, "I guess you'll have to do some- 
thing to keep baby quiet a while. She wants 
to be rocked. I never saw such a child ! Now 
if a body couldn't rock you or your brother 
Malcolm, when you were Uttle, you'd cry a 
while, and then you'd quit; but Ethel won't 
give up, and I'm afraid she'll hurt herself 
screaming. It seems to me she isn't right well, 
anyhow. I've got to 'tend to my baking now, 
and I guess you'll have to come in and put her 
to sleep. I hate to ask you, 'cause it is so nice 
outdoors to-day;" and the tired mother looked 
abroad wistfully on the warm, sunny world, 
where the blossom-sweet air was stirring gently, 
and the birds seemed calUng to one another 
in pure joyfulness. 

Archie did wofuUy dishke to go into the 
house, not to speak of delaying his carpentry. 
He didn't beUeve he cared much for his young 
sister just then, but he loved his mother, and 
had been touched by her weary and wistful 
face. So he strode manfully into the sitting 
room, which had been made dark and gloomy 
to keep out the flies and help the infant's 
going to sleep. 
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That it was a bad thing to begin by accustom- 
ing an infant to be rocked to sleep every day 
did not occur to him. It never entered into 
his mind to consider whether anjrthing his 
mother or father did was wise or unwise, right 
or wrong. It seemed as natural, and proper, 
and matter-of-course, whatever it was, as the 
changes of weather. 

Sitting down by the old rocker that had been 
his grandfather's, and where his father and 
himself had been soothed in the same way on 
many an evening, — how queer it seemed ! — 
he began to move it so rapidly in his disgust 
that the little one nearly fell out, making it 
scream its just protests all the louder. A sharp 
box on his ear from a floury hand brought 
Master Archibald to his senses, and settled him 
down to a proper gait. 

"What this kid hkes," he thought, as the 
wailing ceased, and a smile took the place of 
frowns on the chubby face, "is steady, regular 
rocking. In fact, father says that's what we 
all need — steady, regular occupation, and not 
to do things by jerks, desperately fast one 
minute and nothing much the next." 
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"I wonder," was his next thought, "what 
Mollie's up to ? I'll bet she's having fun some- 
where; and here am I doing nothing at all!" 
And with that he gave so energetic a kick at 
the cradle (as if to make up for lost time), 
that it aroused the drowsy baby and spoiled 
all that had been gained by the labor of the 
last ten minutes. 

"I'm just like old Spot — give a nice pail of 
milk and then kick it over. Here, mother, 
give me those apples ; I can peel 'em while I'm 
sitting here." 

"Do you think you can? Well, try it." 

Archie took the apples and went at it. 

He had seen his mother doing it many a 
time, and had thought it just a diversion for her. 
Now he felt differently about it. Maybe there 
are other points in housekeeping which look 
easy, but really are hard. It was difficult, too, 
to peel the apples and rock the cradle at the 
same time. If he forgot to keep his toe jog- 
ging at the rocker, a yell from the small tjo-ant 
inside reminded him of the neglect; and alto- 
gether Hfe seemed a burden. 

"Archie," his mother admonished him., as 
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she came into the room a moment, "you don't 
keep enough stove wood in my box. I can't 
leave my pies to go and get what I want, and 
now you are busy, so I am left without just 
the sort of wood I need for my baking. If you 
would remember to fill the box every morning, 
it would favor me a good deal." 

All these incidents set the young man pon- 
dering. He was thoughtless, but not hard- 
hearted. He really wished to help, but hadn't 
understood how hard his mother worked or 
that he could spare her many steps. 

Then his mind went back to his dam, and 
he studied out how he might better have built 
it. He tried hard to remember how the miU- 
dam down at the Corners was constructed, and 
wondered if he couldn't examine and then copy 
it. From thinking about the dam, his thoughts 
turned to the great wheel, and he did his best 
to recollect just how the wheel was geared, so 
that its turning over and over as the water 
poured upon it moved the machinery within. 
He thought it must be a great man who con- 
trived that, and that it would be a grand 
thing to set up a mill when he got to be a man. 
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The river rapids above the house would be just 
the place, and the threshing machine could be 
run by it, maybe, and so save — 

Suddenly a thought struck him, — an idea 
so new and bright that he forgot where he was, 
and shouted, " Jiminy !" 

That was an error. The baby opened both 
eyes and mouth wide in an instant, and once 
more the milk had been kicked over. 

"I'm a bigger fool than Thompson's colt," the 
boy growled, then took the apples into the 
kitchen, and came back sobered to a course of 
steady and careful rocking while he thought 
out his new plan. 

By-and-by the despotic httle rogue was 
really asleep, and Archie was free to go. 

His traps were forgotten in a new ambition. 
He first filled the wood-box by the kitchen stove, 
then ran straight down to the Httle stream in 
the yard, there only twenty feet from the house, 
and flowing in a narrow grassy valley about 
two feet deep. It had been familiar all his 
fife, but he now looked at it with new interest. 

Then he turned up its course, and trotted 
past his pond, — or the place where his pond 




■His thoughts turned to the gkeat wheel.' 
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would be next fall, — and on up to the big 
spring. 

"I thought so," he exclaimed aloud. 

"Thought what?" came an answer, and he 
looked up, startled, to find MolHe laughing at 
him from the other bank. 

"You here! I didn't see you." 

"Of course not. You were in a seal-brown 
study." 

' ' I was looking to see whether we were getting 
all the water that's coming to us out of this 
spring. I guess a lot of it leaks away. I 
should say it did!" 

He poked aside a bunch of weeds and found 
a stream as big as his arm running over a notch 
in the bank and down a mossy channel to the 
woods. Further search showed other over- 
flows, and it was plain that double the water 
might be sent to the pond if they were 
stopped. 

"It's not the pond I'm thinking of yet, but 
the stream below. I've got an idea," he ex- 
plained to his friend. 

"Goodness! ilust your idea float? or do 
you need the water to dilute it ? " 
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"Quit your kidding, Miss, and help me stop 
these gaps." 

The two went to work, and partly by stopping 
up the runaway places, partly by deepening the 
outlet, they had doubled in an hour or two the 
size of the stream flowing down the rill. 

"That'll do, I guess," Archie concluded, and 
started back toward the house. 

"What's your grand idea? What bee have 
you got in your bonnet now?" 

"You just wait and see." 

"You won't tell me?" 

"What's the use? You don't know about 
such things." 

"What things?" 

"No, you don't! / can keep a secret if you 
can't." 

"Who said I can't keep a secret — that is, 
if I get one to keep !" 

"Well, you can't get this; I won't risk it." 

"Huh — good-by !" and the girl was gone. 

"Oh, come back here ! Don't be a goose, — 
if you can help it!" 

No response. 

"MoUie! Mol-1-i-e!" 



A SECRET MOLLIE COULDN'T KEEP 61 

"No, sir!" she shouted back as she cUmbed 
the fence. "I'm mad. I'm not to be mollified !" 

The boy laughed, and trotted on, whistling. 
He didn't beheve his chuto was very deeply 
offended. 

"Here," said he to himself, when he came to 
the point ia the stream nearest to the house, 
"is where I'll build the dam." 

Two days later he had finished a second dam, 
soUd as a rock (for now he knew how to con- 
struct it properly), and holding back enough 
water to fill the ditch to the very brim for a long 
way behind it. Sunk across the top of the dam 
was one of the six-inch draia-tiles, the front 
end of which overhung the face of the dam 
about eight inches. A stream of water soon 
poured through it, and fell nearly three feet to 
the bottom of the ditch below, making a pleas- 
ant plashing noise on the stones laid there to re- 
ceive it and prevent it digging a hole in the earth. 

"It sounds as pretty as the fountains city 
folks have in their yards," said his mother, 
who could hear it through the house windows. 

But when they questioned him as to why he 
had made it, Archie grinned and declined to tell. 



CHAPTER VI 

THE HANGING OF THE WATER-WHEEL 

All of the next day that he could call his 
own Archie was busy planning something he 
did not know how to make, — a water-wheel. 
He was a tinker, sure enough ! 

How big must it be? How many paddles 
ought it to have ? How broad should these be ? 
Such questions as these he had no means of 
answering except by intelligent guesswork. 

He enjoyed working with tools, and his im- 
pulse was to go ahead and build a wheel first, 
then try to fit it afterward ; but he soon found 
this wouldn't do. The only way was to sit 
down on the bank of the ditch and patiently 
study out what was needed in that particular 
place. 

Two or three facts soon became clear. His 
wheel must not be taller, as it swung, than would 
reach frona the bed of the ditch to the mouth 
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of the drain-pipe. He measured this, and found 
the distance two feet nine inches. Two feet 
six, then, was as large a diameter as would 
work. A smaller one might do the task he had 
in view, but he had an idea that the larger the 
wheel the better, and he was right, so long as 
it did not get too large for the power of the 
water. He decided to be on the safe side, and 
make his wheel two feet from rim to rim. 

The next question was as to thickness; 
that is, the length of the paddles. He knew 
that the channel (the drain-tile) through which 
the water from his miniature mill-dam was to 
fall upon the wheel was six inches wide. It 
didn't seem worth while to make his paddles 
much if any wider than that ; but he saw that 
if he made them narrower, some of the water 
would be wasted by falling outside. To save 
every scattering drop, each of which meant a 
particle of addition to his water-power, he 
concluded to make his wheel eight inches wide. 
Finally he felt himself able to begin intelligently 
the construction of it. 

Two days later he had a wheel which looked 
pretty rough, but which he hoped would work. 



64 EIGHT SECRETS 

Its axle was a round iron rod, which he had 
found in the shop; and he fastened it firmly 
into the wheel by means of dry pine wedges, 
which he thought would swell and keep swollen 
in the water, and so hold everything tight ; and 
he was right. 

The next thing was to mount his wheel ; but 
before he could do this he had to determine 
whether it should be an "overshot" or an 
"undershot" wheel, as millwrights say. An 
overshot wheel is one so placed that the water 
falls upon the top of the wheel, a Uttle in front 
of its centre, so as to bear the wheel forward,. 
— make it rotate overhead, as does the wheel 
of a wagon when it is rolUng forward, or in the 
same direction as the hands of a clock move. 
This can only be done where a wheel is so 
boxed below that no water flows from the 
rear against its lower edge. 

Archie's wheel could not be operated ia this 
way, unless the tile-spout was much extended, 
because there wasn't room between the fall and 
the face of the dam, not to speak of other objec- 
tions; therefore he had to make it an under- 
shot or "breast" wheel, — that is, let the 
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water fall on its near, or up-stream side, and 
so cause the wheel to rotate backward, or 
toward the dam. It makes no difference, of 
course, in respect to the exertion of force on 
the attached machinery, which way the water- 
wheel turns; and this latter plan had the ad- 
vantage of the help gained by the current con- 
tiuuiag to press against the paddles at the 
bottom as it escaped under the wheel down the 
channel; and thus he got additional service 
out of the water. 

To hang the wheel in place, he tried to drive 
down on each side, in front of the tile-spout, 
two heavy stakes, but found he hadn't strength 
enough to do it properly, and so got Malcolm 
to help him ; and with his brother's assistance 
he nailed crosspieces connecting each pair of 
side stakes at the proper height for the axle, 
the wheel to hang and turn between them. 

Mr. and Mrs. Duncan watched these pro- 
ceedings, sitting comfortably on the bank after 
tea, and neither asked questions nor offered any 
objections. They thought Archie was getting 
some useful experience. But when the cross- 
pieces had been spiked to the posts, and the top 
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of the posts sawed off level with them, Mr. 
Duncan seemed to comprehend what they were 
intended for, and asked : — 

"Tommy, what you goin' to do for journals ?" 

"Journals! What are they?" 

"The irons that cariy the ends of the ex," 
by which the farmer meant the axle. "If your 
ex lies on that board, it won't run easy, and 
besides, it would soon wear the wood down, 
and get wobbly." 

"I don't know, — I hadn't thought of that." 

"Well, you've got to; you must find some- 
thing." 

Archie was at a loss, and fell to thinking, 
with a downcast face. 

"Oh, help him, William, if you know how," 
said the mother. 

"Well, boy, you'll find somewhere in the 
grass out behind the tool-house an old, broken 
grindstone — " 

"I remember it!" 

"I guess its journals are still on the frame. 
They must be pretty rusty, but if you can get 
them off without breaking them, I guess they'd 
do here, if they had some oil to help 'em." 
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"Thank you, sir. I'll hunt them up first 
thing to-morrow." 

The old grindstone supphed the journals, 
but to detach them, screw them on to their new 
places, and mount the wheel, took all the time 
next day the boy could give. Ethel was still 
fretful, and Archie had to give more hours than 
usual to playing nurse-maid. Molhe had gone 
to the village for a few days with her mother, 
so that her help was not to be had. But the 
boy put his young charge into the cart and kept 
her by him while he tinkered at mounting the 
wheel, and so got along very well. Meanwhile 
he had plugged up the spout, letting the water 
rise and trickle over the crest of the dam out 
of his way. This done he rolled his wheel up 
between its supports, and tried to hft it into 
place, but the awkward position and the weight 
together proved too much for him. He had 
to make an inchned way of a plank, roll the 
wheel up between its supports, and then, kick- 
ing the plank away, leave it hanging by its 
axle, the ends of which rested on the journals. 

Of course it didn't hang right — that couldn't 
be expected; but by putting an extra shp of 
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wood under the journal box on one side, he 
levelled it up so that finally the machine 
ran true. Then he oiled the journal rollers, 
screwed down the journal box covers, and found 
his wheel would spin smoothly and rapidly 
imder his hand, but that the supports trembled 
some, and would probably become more and 
more shaky; they were strong enough, but 
elastic and movable. This he remedied by 
braces nailed at their shore ends to stakes 
driven firmly into the ground, which stiffened 
the wheel frame effectually. 

Everybody was interested in the lad's work 
by this time, though nobody was able to beg 
or surprise out of him what he meant to make 
the machine do for him, and all went out after 
tea to watch the first trial. In proper pride 
Archie uncorked his tile chaimel, the water 
came bursting out and fell on the wheel, and it 
began to revolve as steady and true as if it 
had been at it for a year. 

Everybody cheered, and Mr. Duncan pulled 
out half a dollar and gave it to the lad. 

"I haven't any money to give you," laughed 
his mother, "but I'll kiss you." 
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"That's worth more than half a dollar," 
^cried Archie. "You'll have to go down deeper 
into your pocket than that, Dad, if you mean 
to bid against Mamma." 

Next day this haK-doUar was expended for 
him by his father, who went to town, for a pair 
of phers, a small iron pulley with a screw-point 
shaft, and about fifty feet of stout annealed 
wire. With these things in hand, the young 
millwright was ready to go on with his work. 

His first leisure was given to hanging by 
wires, to a stout bough of a big apple tree 
which overhung the httle mill-wheel, a big 
wooden tape-spool he had found in the shop, 
so that it would revolve horizontally hke a 
broad pulley-wheel. This done, he plugged 
up the pipe, stopped the wheel, and fitted to the 
end of the axle nearest the house a wooden 
crank handle, as he did not have an iron one. 

His next move was to take his coil of wire, 
climb the tree, and pass one end over the 
spool, reeving through it enough wire to reach 
the crank, to which he next made it fast. 
Drawing the other end taut, he tied on to it a 
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stone of four or five pounds' weight, then cau- 
tiously turned the water on and started the 
wheel. The crank went round, the spool rolled 
smoothly on its axis, and the stone hanging to 
the wire was alternately lifted from and lowered 
to the ground. He let the wheel run several 
minutes before he was satisfied. 

"If it can do that, it'll do the other thing," 
said the deUghted rnillwright, and hastened 
to prepare his machinery for its final usefulness. 



CHAPTER VII 

HOW ARCHIE BOOKED THE BABY 

Just opposite the dam, and about twenty 
feet distant, was the sitting-room window. 
Now, as always in warm weather, it was open 
at the top. To get a ladder, lean it against 
the side of the house, and cUmb up to where 
he could see over the sash into the room, was 
the work of only two minutes. There lay the 
baby in her cradle, sound asleep, and Archie 
could hear his mother ironing in the kitchen, 
singing very softly to herself. A honeysuckle 
climbed about the window, and a tall, half- 
wild bush of yellow roses grew close by it, 
where scores of bees were humming too. Lean- 
ing past the roses, Archie punched an awl-hole 
in the window-cap near the right-hand corner 
(which was about the same height above the 
ground as the apple-tree bough), and (as quietly 
as possible) screwed firmly into it the shank of 
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Ms new iron pulley, which he had oiled to pre- 
vent creaking. 

This done he naeasured twenty feet along his 
wire, — the distance from the spool to the 
window, — cut it off, and twisted the end into 
a small loop to which he tied a stout piece of 
fish-Une about four yards long. Before he 
could go any farther, however, he saw that 
he must support the sagging of his wire, which 
he did by means of two wire loops from conven- 
ient tree-hmbs ; he also fastened a block of wood 
upon the wire as a guard to prevent its running 
back through the spool, and perhaps getting 
entangled in the wheel if anything broke. 

When these precautions had been taken, 
Archie chmbed up to the top of the window, 
rove the cord continuation of his wire through 
the iron pulley, and dropped the free end into 
the room. He then put away the ladder and 
walked into the kitchen. 

"Look out!" whispered his anxious mother 
as he entered, "baby's asleep." 

"I'll take care," he answered, in the same 
guarded tone, and tiptoed his way into the 
sitting room. 
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The cord hung too loosely to feel and obey 
the motion of the crank at this distance; but 
when Archie had cautiously taken up the slack, 
he saw that it drew quite strongly, showing 
that all was working well. 

Measuring with his eye about the length re- 
quired, Archie made a loop in the cord. This 
done, only one thing remained to the fulfilment 
of his designs, but this was fearful, for the baby 
was almost certain to be awakened. 

Some minutes passed before he could summon 
courage for this, but finally, going to the cradle 
"with a manly heart," he began to drag it as 
gently as possible over toward the window. 
His care was wasted. At the first motion 
there was a flinging up of pink fists and a yell. 
Baby was awake and cross. 

"There, son!" came his mother's voice. 
"I told you you'd wake her; and it was so 
hard to get her to sleep ! I'm so sorry ! I did 
want to finish that ironing ! " 

No wonder the poor woman was vexed. 
Archie felt it. 

"Go back to your work, mother," he said. 
"I'U get her to sleep again. Never mind her, 



74 EIGHT SECRETS 

I'll rock her first-rate," and good-hurnoredly 
pushing his mother out of the room, he placed 
the cradle where he wanted it, drove a short 
nail into the rocker, and hooked to it the loop 
in his cord. 

His notion, you see, was to make the turning 
of the water-wheel rock the baby, by pulling 
the cord up and down. 

It did rock it, sure enough, but in a very 
surprising way. Instead of the even, moderate 
movement which Archie had already learned to 
be "what the baby wanted," the rapid whirhng 
of the wheel, made that cradle dance and 
jiggle like a wheat-hopper. 

The httle occupant at first was silent with 
amazement. Perhaps she thought herself trotted 
on somebody's knee, or tossed in a blanket, 
or shaken up by an earthquake; but in ten 
seconds astonishment gave way to indigna- 
tion, and the disappointed lad was glad to un- 
hook his cord and devote himself to quieting 
the bothersome sister. 

Mrs. Duncan never suspected what caused 
the uproar, but paid no attention, leaving the 
boy to pay for his rashness. 
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It was with a rueful face that at last the lad 
went out and gazed at his machinery. Power 
enough was there, but its service was all at fault. 
How should he reduce the speed, yet save the 
power ? 

"I'm up a stump," he said to himself. 

Resolved not to ask his father, Archie cast 
about for some information on the subject. 

"I'll go down to the mill at the Corners, look 
over the machinery there, and see if I can't get 
a hint." 

Two days passed, however, before an oppor- 
tunity came to go to the mill, which was nearly 
a mile away — • a nice walk. Then, study the 
rattling cog-wheels, belts, and beams as much 
as he might, it was long before Archie met with 
any part which seemed to throw Ught on what 
he needed to know. Finally, in one corner of 
the mill, he found a pump working in just the 
slow and regular way he wanted his cradle to 
move. 

Examining the arrangement carefully and 
asking the miller many questions, he went home 
and began to imitate it. Meanwhile he had 
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carefully taken down his wire and cord, and 
unscrewed the pulley at the window, before 
any one saw them. 

The new machinery was going to cost some 
time and trouble, and he went about it care- 
fully, — in fact, it was not until the following 
night that he had it finished, and began to 
fight off the guesses as to its purpose which 
rattled about his ears as soon as the men came 
in for supper. Indeed, the questioning had 
begun the evening before, for he had then been 
compelled to get the hired man to help him set 
up two tall posts close to, and just behind, 
the mill-wheel. 

The family now saw, hung between these 
posts, resting in grooves on their tops, an old 
bicycle wheel, without a tire, and having an 
arm extending at right angles from its hollow 
rim. Immediately underneath it a home-made 
puUey-hke wheel, about four inches in diameter, 
was fixed on the end of the axle of the mill- 
wheel, so as to revolve with it, taking the 
place of the discarded crank. This httle 
pulley was made by sawiag off a section of a 
round stick and nicking the edge. The bicycle 
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wheel had been hanging on a peg in the shop 
for a year, — the sole remnant of a 'cycle hit 
by a railroad train, which had been given to the 
lad and kept by chance. Now a use had been 
found for it, to which it was exactly fitted by 
its grooved rim. 

Archie grinned at the chaff showered upon 
him, and kept his mouth shut. He didn't 
propose to make any display until he had had 
a chance for a private rehearsal. "Maybe this 
contrivance won't work any better than the 
other one did," he cautioned himself. 

The rehearsal took place next afternoon. 
He prepared for it by making a "belt" of a piece 
of clothes-line, which, by passing over the 
grooved rims of both the httle wheel on the 
axle of the mill-wheel, and the big bicycle wheel 
in line with and over it, should gear the two 
together and cause them to revolve in unison; 
but the 'cycle wheel was so much the larger 
of the two that it would turn around only once 
in the time that the other was making five or 
six revolutions; hence it moved five or six 
times as slowly as its hasty httle neighbor. 
As a consequence, any movement communicated 
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to the wire, which was now to be attached to 
the arm projecting from the 'cycle wheel rim, 
would be more moderate than before; and it 
would also be more steady and even, since this 
wheel, separated from the mill-wheel, did not 
feel the jarring effects of the water, and for 
other reasons which mechanics will under- 
stand. 

The new stringing and connecting of the 
wire, which drew evenly back and forth through 
its loops and pulleys, was shortly accomplished, 
and then the boy pretended some errand into 
the sitting room, while his mother sat with 
Ethel in her arnis in the hammock outside. 
It was evident the child was more peevish than 
usual; and her whimpering came to the boy's 
ear as he drew the cord and wire taut, and 
hooked its end to the rocker. 

The empty cradle moved gently and regu- 
larly with the slow and even motion of the crank 
on the big wheel, and though he piled on books 
enough to more than equal the infant's weight, 
the machine still did its work. 

Just then his mother appeared at the door. 

"Take the baby, Archie, and keep her quiet 
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if you can; you'll have to rock her, I expect. 
There! She's fretting now! Put her in the 
cradle while I get supper." 

Archie dutifully took the "kid," carried her 
into the sitting room, laid her in the cradle, 
hooked the cord to the tack in the rocker, and 
saw that everything worked rightly. Then, 
after waiting a moment, he stepped into the 
kitchen and ran out of doors. 

"That's the way he tends the baby, is it!" 
his mother exclaimed to herself. "That boy'll 
catch it some of these days if he isn't more 
faithful. 'Twon't be a jiffy before that child 
will be a-screaming again." 

But no noise was heard, though Archie had 
not come back, — in fact, he was standing out- 
side the sitting-room window, waiting to see 
some fun. 

"That's curious," the mother said to herseK, 
after a while. "I never knew the child to go 
straight to sleep again like that, and Archie 
didn't rock her half a minute. I'm going to 
see what it means." 

Pushing the door softly open, she peeped in. 
Nobody was there — nobody at all ; yet that 
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cradle was rocking steadily back and forth, 
and baby calmly slumbered. 

"Well, I never!" the good woman declared, 
with wide-open eyes and a half-scared feeling. 
Rather timidly she stepped nearer, and saw 
a cord looped about a button on the rocker, 
running up through a pulley at the window, 
and thence straight out among the roses and 
apple leaves. Following it with her eye, she 
traced it through another pulley and down to 
where a crank on a water-wheel kept cease- 
lessly turning round and round, steadily rolling 
the geared wheels, smoothly pulling the line of 
wire and cord back and forth, and gently 
rocking the baby. 



CHAPTER VIII 

WANTED — A PAIE OF SHOES 

Perhaps the reader has wondered why no 
other boys seem to come into this story. Had 
Archie no acquaintances or friends? may be 
asked. Certainly he had; but not many of 
them Uved on the farms near his father's, and 
such as did do so were all too hard at work in 
these spring and summer months to have much 
time for visiting or play. He met them now 
and then at the swimming-place down by the 
hill, or perhaps one would come to get him to 
go fishing on a rainy afternoon, but none of 
them seem to take part as yet in this story of 
a quiet summer. 

Moreover, in fact, the most and the best 
of Archie's friends lived in the village, where 
every winter Archie went to school, and where 
often he spent a few days at other seasons, 
while now and then a boy would come out to 
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the farm for a visit. Next fall, if matters went 
on rightly, he hoped to be one of a crowd of 
jolly fellows at a certain private school a hun- 
dred miles away; and he already saw himself 
short-stop in the best school nine in the eastern 
half of the state. 

Meanwhile, he expected to meet many ac- 
quaintances soon, for Nettie Gray, the most 
popular girl in the graduating class, had invited 
MoUie and him, and all the other nice girls and 
fellows, to her birthday party at the end of the 
month, and he knew it would be a grand affair, 
for her father had the largest and most hand- 
somely furnished house in CarroUton. 

It was now the second week of June. Spring 
was at flood-tide, and everything a naturalist 
enjoys was in its most interesting condition. 
The bird lover particularly must now be on 
the watch incessantly, or he would lose many 
things he wanted to see, and which can be seen 
only for a few days. Especially did Archie 
wish to be free this year to spend his days in 
the fields and woods, for not only was his en- 
thusiasm newly aroused, but Mr. Bronson had 
written him that he was rightly informed about 



WANTED — A PAIR OF SHOES 83 

the golden-vested vireo. The head of the 
Smithsonian's bird department had said that 
nothing was more desirable than further in- 
formation about its habits, and that he would 
wiUingly give five dollars for a specimen of its 
nest and eggs. "He asked me to urge you to 
search for it in your neighborhood, which is the 
only place where it has yet been obtained, and 
said that it would be a particularly tall feather 
in the cap of any one who should rediscover 
it." 

It is no wonder, then, that the boy tried to 
get through his chores quickly, and was in- 
cUned to shirk or postpone everything that 
could be avoided. His mother sympathized 
with him, or, at any rate, was anxious he should 
enjoy himself all he could; but his father, 
always a strict and hard-working man, 
frowned a good deal over his son's spending so 
much time on what seemed to him unprofitable 
things. Still, he said Uttle. MolUe was sym- 
pathetic, too, and now that she had come back, 
spent as much time as she could with Mrs. 
Duncan, quite as much, as Archie gratefully 
saw, to relieve him, as because she liked to; 
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and he meant to try to make it up to her later 
somehow. 

So, in one way or another, the boy got a 
good deal of time in the woods and along the 
river, and learned and noted down many interest- 
ing and delightful things, which increased his 
store of knowledge and were never to be for- 
gotten; but of the main object for which he 
sought — the golden prize in view — he got 
not a glimpse. 

One afternoon, Archie, starting on a ramble, 
thought he would float down the river in Mal- 
colm's boat, which was kept in a small locked 
shed half a mile below, where the river began 
to flow in a deep and quiet stream between 
deUghtfuUy shaded banks, and through some 
swampy tracts always full of birds. 

At that same time Molhe was sitting snugly 
between the roots of a big sycamore that grew 
on the brink of the river at the lower end of 
her mother's farm. 

She had sewing with her, but the stitches 
were few, if not far between ; and she had been 
watching attentively the curious behavior of 
some large black ants that had their home in 
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a hollow of the old tree. Just now, however, 
these were forgotten, and the gkl was doing a 
Uttle thinking. 

Suddenly this was interrupted by the rhyth- 
mic rattle of oar-locks, and she glanced up to 
see Archie come swinging round the bend below 
with strong strokes. Already he was almost 
within hailing distance, and the girl's reverie 
vanished hke a broken bubble. 

"Oh, Archie!" she called out, "where are 
you going?" 

The rower hfted his blades and turned his 
head at the cheery siunmons. 

"Hello, Molhe ! I'm only taking a Uttle spin 
down the creek to see how my birds are getting 
on. Want to come along?" 

"Of course I do." 

"Archie," the girl declared impressively, as she 
settled herself in the stem-sheets and gathered 
up the tiller-ropes, "I'm in deep, deep trouble." 

"Dreadful!" and as the lad leaned forward 
for a new stroke he glanced at her inquiringly 
from under the brim of his straw hat. "How 
deep? Deep as that hole over there by the 
white-thorn where the big bass lies?" 
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"Ah, — isn't he a sly old fish? But I'll 
catch him yet! Yes, my troubles are deeper 
than that; so there's no use trying to drown 
them in that hole." 

" No ? "What's the nature of your complaint ? ' ' 

"I'm dying for a pair of shppers." 

"Goodness ! Why, I've an old pair I'll 
gladly give you to save your life. Jolly girls 
are too scarce to let one go so cheap." 

"Quit teasing, and let me tell you. You 
know Nettie Gray is going to give a party next 
week — a very fine party, indeed, for that 
friend of hers from New York is coming to her 
birthday; and I'm invited. Are you hstening ?" 

"With all my ears. I'm invited too, you 
know. Go ahead!" 

"Well, I've got a pretty dress and other fix- 
ings that will do, except nice shoes. I can't 
wear these, you know, at an evening party;" 
and she pointed with hopeless dismay to a pair 
of boots which, however serviceable and shapely, 
were never designed, certainly, for party wear. 
"And Nettie writes me that she is counting on 
my being there; and yet, how can I?" 

Archie knew better than to propose buying 
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a new pair for his friend. He understood well 
enough that MoUie's mother couldn't afford 
this bit of finery, or that, at any rate, MolUe 
thought she couldn't and wouldn't ask her, — 
or else nothing would have been said about it. 
So he had nothing to reply, except that it was 
an awful shame, or something equally wise and 
comforting, but forced the boat silently along 
the winding lane of water, which was flecked 
with dancing patches of the June sunshine that 
came down between the leaves, as if to show 
them how, a few months later, they themselves 
would be bobbing and whirling down the 
current. 

"I wish," sighed MolUe, after a bit of silence; 
and then, as if there were no use in talking about 
it, whatever her wish was, she dismissed the 
subject and began to tell of those ants she had 
been watching on the sycamore. 

"They were as busy as they could be — 
dozens of 'em — in carrying out httle white 
bundles, cocoons, I suppose, twice as big as 
themselves, and throwing them down to other 
ants at the foot of the tree." 

"Probably they had raided the nest of some 
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other kind of ant and were throwing out all 
the captured cocoons, while they carried off 
the ants themselves to be slaves." 

"So I thought; but they were 'cute about it, 
for though once in a while they would bring 
out a small cocoon and simply throw it on the 
ground, and leave it there, they never failed 
to carry all the bigger ones to the edge of the 
water and toss them into it. And, if one fell 
short or got caught in the grass, the ant would 
crawl down and give it another push to make 
sure it went into the river." 

"Maybe the big ones were the cocoons of 
ant queens," said Archie, greatly interested. 

"Anyhow," the girl went on, "it seemed as 
though those ants knew it was necessary to 
drown them, but that they needn't take the 
trouble with the httle ones — Oh! stop a 
minute! What sort of bird's nest is that?" 



CHAPTER rX 

RECEIVED — A PAIK OF SHOES 

The oarsman checked his headway, and 
gazed toward where the girl pointed at a lovely 
basket of thin bark and spider-web suspended 
underneath a fork in the Umb of a big hazel 
bush that stretched over the water, where a 
rivulet struggled out through a tangle of Uly 
pads. 

"That's a vireo's nest," he answered, as he 
caught sight of it. "A redeye's, I guess — 
yes, there's the owner;" and he pointed to a 
small, sleek, greenish bird, which MoUie recog- 
nized as one she had often seen in the garden; 
as for the red eyes, she took those on trust. 

"Are there other kinds of vireos?" Molhe 
asked as they glided on, waving her hand at 
the same moment to a couple of young friends 
who were lazily fishing from the bank. 

"Oh, yes, a good many, and one I am espe- 
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cially on the lookout for just now. Mr. 
Bronson wrote nie — haven't I told you ? — 
that Professor Frankenstein of the National 
Museum wants its nest and eggs very much 
indeed." 

"Is it rare?" 

"One of the rarest. Almost nothing is 
known of its home or habits. In fact the only 
nest of this bird that is known was taken, years 
ago, on this very river, and ornithologists have 
been watching for another here ever since. 
So you see it's no wonder that Professor Frank- 
enstein is wilhng to pay a good price if I should 
find a specimen ; and besides, as Mr. Bronson 
said, it would be a feather in my cap." 

By this time the boat had come to a place, 
about a mile below the starting-point, where 
another stream came in, and the banks were 
low, swampy, and covered with a jungle of 
trees and tangled brush. 

"There are some painted-cups," cried MoUie. 
"See how they flame in the shadows, like can- 
dles set (5ut among the weeds ! Let's get some 
of them and then go back." 

"All right," said Archie, as he turned the 
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boat shoreward; "only give me a minute or 
two to look about the swamp." 

Stepping out where a piece of dry land was 
raised around the roots of a great beech, he 
held the prow firmly until Molhe had leaped 
from the gunwale to the bank. 

Securing the boat, Archie jumped from root 
to tussock and from tussock to root, peering 
about among the foliage, and exploring the 
shadowy swamp for nests. But none met his 
eye, except a robin's that had been abandoned ; 
and presently he returned, with his hands full 
of the painted-cups and some lovely pink 
orchids to add to the few the girl had been able 
to reach without wetting her feet. 

Archie was loosening the chain, and MolUe 
was just stepping into the boat again, when 
she happened to glance up, and by one of those 
curious "accidents" which often come to good 
observers, but rarely to careless eyes, she caught 
sight of another bird-home, high up on the pliant 
tip of a branch which reached out over the river. 

"There's another redeye's nest," she an- 
nounced, and Archie snapped shut again the 
lock of the chain and looked upward. 
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"I guess not," he replied, after studying it 
a minute. 

"It's some kind of vireo's, anyhow," the girl 
persisted, a trifle piqued by her mistake. 

"Oh, of course — wait, there's the bird." 

Very quietly, while the girl sank noiselessly 
among the bushes, Archie stole around among 
the trees until he could get a good view of the 
timorous little creature as it balanced itself on 
a teetering spray, anxious and fearful to ap- 
proach its home. It had not the broad, whitish 
line over the eye which betokens the redeye, 
nor the marks of the two other kinds of vireos 
he knew. It was surely one he had never 
seen before ; and presently the sunshine struck 
down full upon it, and revealed the plumage 
which he knew belonged only to the prize he 
sought, — the golden-vested vireo. 

Keeping very quiet, he waited watchfully 
until the bird, losing its dread, settled on the 
nest, and so established its ownership of the 
precious cradle. 

"And will he give you five dollars for that 
nest?" 

"If there are eggs in it, — maybe more." 
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"Let's get it right away." 

"Bright girl! Go and bring it down. I 
only wish / could." 

The nest was far out, rocking gently at the 
extremity of a hmb which would scarcely bear 
the weight of a kitten, and to climb there was 
out of the question; nor was any other limb 
near enough to furnish a stronger means of 
approach. 

"We don't even know whether it contaios 
any eggs," said MolUe. 

"No; but I reckon I can settle that point." 

Throwing off his coat, he began to climb. 
MolUe forgot her flowers and watched him 
eagerly, as he scrambled up to a crotch, some 
distance above the nest-limb, where a large 
branch bent outward from the trunk. Making 
his way cautiously out upon this, he tried here 
and there to peep down through the leaves and 
get a ghmpse of the interior of the cradle, but 
found it very difficult to see it distinctly. 

"That's a keen bird," he called out. "She 
not only goes out to the tip of a limb so thin 
that no 'coon or other egg-stealer would dare 
trust its weight to it, but she chooses a place 
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under leaves so thick that any prowling crow 
or jay would pass by it nine times out of 
ten." 

"It's plain enough from here," said MoUie. 

"No doubt; but tree-building birds haven't 
much to fear from enemies on the ground, and 
don't seem to care whether the bottom of the 
nest can be seen or not." 

"They don't reckon on thieving boys and 
girls, eh?" 

"No — seems not. I guess what Prexy 
calls 'the scheme of nature' didn't take us 
into account." 

At last Archie shouted that he had foimd a 
chink, and could count four eggs ; but that he 
could not see any way to get within reach of 
them. Then he came down, and the two sat 
on the edge of the boat and beat their brains 
for some plan by which to obtain the prize. 

"Couldn't you saw off the limb?" Mollie 
asked. 

"No, not in that place. The eggs would be 
smashed." 

Silence again, and puckered brows. 

"I've an idea !" said the girl. 
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"Hang on to it, tight!" her companion ex- 
horted her. 

"How near can you get to the nest by creep- 
ing out on that big limb above it?" 

"Oh, to within a dozen feet or so, may- 
be." 

"As near as that? Then go and cut a 
straight, Hght, and pretty stiff pole." 

"What's that for?" 

"Never you mind, young man. Just run 
and do as I tell you." 

"Here you are," he reported, a few minutes 
later. "What next?" 

Putting her hand up to her head, the girl 
drew out a long hair-pin, and began to pull 
its points apart until she held a nearly straight 
piece of wire. 

Then, while her companion watched her 
curiously, she bent this around the butt of the 
pole until she had shaped it into a loop; and 
this done, she called for cord. 

"There's a fish-hne in the boat," Archie in- 
formed her. "Will a piece of that satisfy 
your Highness ? " 

"The very thing. Get it for me, please, 
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and then split the end of that pole with your 
knife, just a wee bit." 

When this had been done, she put the ends 
of the wire into the crevice, and, while Archie 
held the pole firmly, bound the wire tightly 
into its place. 

The boy hadn't the slightest notion of what 
this meant, and was still more mystified when 
MoUie drew from her pocket a handkerchief — 
"Fortunately it's an old one, about used up," 
she explained, with a laugh — and began to 
bind it on to the wire loop, so that it formed a 
small bag. 

"Now," the girl announced, her eyes spar- 
kling, "here's a nice little scoop. If you can 
reach down from that upper limb, and roll 
the eggs out of the nest into it, one by one, 
you can gradually dip them all out and hand 
them down to me. Then you can come back 
to-morrow and saw off the branch and so 
save the nest. Isn't that a good scheme?" 

"It's worth trying, anyhow," Archie agreed, 
and started up the tree again. MoUie handed 
him the scoop when he paused on a higher 
limb, and watched him make his way as far as 
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he dared out over the nest, where the poor bird, 
whose treasures were to be sacrificed, as such 
treasures must be now and then in the service 
of knowledge, was flying about in great excite- 
ment. 

Twisting his legs firmly around the yielding 
branch, Archie poked the pole down through 
an open space in the twigs, and satisfied him- 
self that it was long enough. Then, with the 
extremest steadiness and gentleness of hand, 
he insinuated the small scoop into the nest, 
and little by little moved the instrument until 
at last he saw one of the delicate, pink-spotted 
eggs roll into the folds of the soft handkerchief. 

Carefully withdrawing the scoop, he made 
his way slowly down the trunk until he could 
hand the pearly prize to his companion, who 
had made a safe receptacle for it in a small 
box she had found in the boat locker. 

It took a long time and all of that patience 
and delicacy of touch which a student of nature 
must cultivate, to secure, one by one, the 
precious eggs ; but at last all four were safe in 
the box, and the two friends went spinning 
home in gay mood. 



98 EIGHT SECRETS 

"Mollie," said Archie, abruptly stopping 
his oars as the old sycamore came into sight 
again, "I'm going to give you your half now. 
I don't need it for anything at present." 

"My half of what, pray tell?" 

"Of the five dollars the nest and eggs will 
bring me." 

"Why, all that's yours." 

"No — not all. Didn't you see the nest 
first? Besides I never could have got it if it 
had not been for your ingenuity — and your 
hair-pin. I think, really, you are entitled to 
the whole sum ; but I'm going to give you half 
anyway. I'll get paid back in a week or two. 
Besides, my hay crop this year paid me six 
dollars more than usual, and Becker gave it to 
me yesterday, so you see I am rich, and can 
advance you the money as well as not." 

MoUie stoutly objected, but Archie insisted; 
and when he tossed two dollars and a half into 
her lap, she kept it, because she saw he really 
wished her to do so. 

When the right evening came, a few days 
afterward, Archie presented himself, a Uttle 
late, at Nettie Gray's party. He had shaken 
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hands with his hostess, and chatted a moment 
with the young lady from New York, and was 
elbowing his way through the crowded hall, 
when he felt a hand on his coat-sleeve and 
bent over the newel post to find Mollie sitting 
on the stairs and smiling up at him, her eyes 
brimful of mischief. 

"Look at my new shoes," she said softly, 
exposing the dainty toes for his inspection. 

'■They are beautiful!" he declared ecstati- 
cally. "How do you feel?" 

"I feel as if I were walking on eggs," she 
laughed back. 

"And look at your new hair-pin, until your 
next birthday," he answered gayly, slipping a 
golden trifle into her braids to replace the one 
destroyed in emptjing the vireo's nest. 
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CHAPTER X 

MR. DUNCAN LISTENS TO A NEW SCHEME 

Archie stayed in town a couple of days 
after the party, and made a jolly visit at the 
home of one of his town chums. On the after- 
noon of the third day he walked out home, and 
was at once besieged by his mother for news. 

The boy told everything he could think of 
about everybody; and then stoutly main- 
tained that none of the girls at the party, no 
matter where they came from, nor how rich 
and accompUshed, outshone Mollie in her 
simple costxune and jolly good nature. 

But he had some special news for his father, 
and as usual foimd the twilight hour after 
supper the best time for a talk, when Mr. 
Duncan was smoking his pipe on the porch 
and contentedly resting. 

"Father," he began, "I went to see Mr. 
Buxton to-day, at his store, and asked him 

100 



MR. DUNCAN LISTENS TO A SCHEME 101 

whether he would buy the wood on the hill, 
as you told me to do." 

"What did he say?" 

"Said he would buy it if you and he could 
agree on a price. So I described the lot to 
him and the kind of trees on it, and asked him 
what he thought it was worth. All he would 
say was, that where he had bought the right 
to clear off wood lots in this hill-country he 
had paid from thirty to forty dollars an 
acre for the standing timber and cleared it 
himself — slashed down everything, I suppose." 

"H-m! Did you ask him what he was 
givin' for cord wood delivered?" 

"Yes — two and a quarter to three dollars 
a cord according to quality; and I think it 
would pay better to cut it ourselves and sell it 
that way." 

"What makes you think so?" 

"Why, if he will give only say thirty-five 
dollars an acre for the standing wood, he must 
reckon on getting enough to pay him a good 
profit at the average rate of say two dollars 
and a half a cord, and probably allows a good 
deal for accident. Now, I guess we can cut it 
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and haul it to town as cheap, or maybe cheaper 
than he can, and I'll bet we'd get more off an 
acre than his hired men would do, and so save 
more profit than he does — don't you think 
so?" 

"1 guess it's likely." 

"I know we would. Then there's another 
thing," the boy went on. "I've been reading 
a good deal lately about forestry, and I've 
found out that forestry isn't all planting trees. 
It's taking care of the trees you've got, too." 

"Yes, wood is getting scarce, especially in 
this state, — they use so much for timbering 
in the coal-mines and for making into charcoal 
for the iron-works, besides the call for lumber 
and firewood. Why, I remember when I was 
a boy father couldn't get mor'n a dollar 'n' a 
half a cord for good beech, unless he took it to 
town himself and sold it in the market. Many's 
the cord have I driven into town in the morn- 
ing; and sometimes I stood by it all day and 
then had to bring it home or sell it for a dollar." 

"Lots of wood is wasted," Archie declared. 
"Look how they slashed everything big or 
httle on the Steinmetz place. Hundreds of 
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good little trees, that had been growing, some 
of them, eight or ten years, were chopped down 
for nothing — just lopped off and piled up with 
the brush for burning. Now Steinmetz is 
letting the saplings grow up again, but Hank 
told me his father said the lot wouldn't be fit 
to cut in thirty-five or forty years. If he had 
left those young trees, they would have been 
ready to cut long before that. What's the 
use of wasting the little ones ? I don't want to 
skin my place like that. I want to sell all the 
trees that are big enough and leave the saplings 
to grow. What's the sense in throwing away 
their years of good start, and beginning all 
over again every time? I don't see why a 
man shouldn't get a crop every year off his 
wood lot, as the trees come along. The small 
ones grow better anyway when the big ones 
that shade them are taken away." 

"Well, there isn't any reason, of course," 
Mr. Duncan admitted. "But slashing is a 
custom that has come down to us from 
early days, and we don't stop to think that 
times have changed. You see in old times it 
was more important to get the land cleared 
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for crops than to save the wood. There was 
no sale for it around home, because then every- 
body had more than they knew what to do 
with, and the roads were so bad it couldn't 
be hauled any distance without more expense 
than it was worth. Now it's getting scarce 
and valuable, but most men don't see the 
change. It's pretty hard to teach these old 
Dutch farmers new ways." 

"My, but they are thick-headed, some of 
them!" laughed the boy. "Why, old Stein- 
metz told me the other day, in dead earnest, 
that what killed Mr. Vanderbilt — you re- 
member he died suddenly a few years ago in 
his own parlor of heart disease — was that his 
brain got so big by much thinking over his 
railroad business that it wore a hole in his 
skull! He was quite mad when I laughed. 
But / can learn," Archie declared, going back 
to the subject in hand, "and I am going to do 
things in up-to-date style as far as I can, when 
I get to work." 

"That's the way Malcolm talks, and he's 
making his old dad try several new dodges in 
cultivating. I don't know how they'll come 
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out," the farmer grumbled, never thinking 
that he was giving an excellent illustration of 
rural conservatism. 

A moment later Archie brought up a new 
subject. It wasn't often he could catch his 
father in such a talkative mood, and he wanted 
to make the most of it. 

"There's another thing. Pa, I want to talk 
to you about. I believe I could fix up the 
little hill-house so that a family could hve in 
it comfortably." 

' ' Who'd want it ? The farm ain't big enough 
nor good enough to make a living off. The 
soil, mostly, is worth nothing but to raise a 
little hay, and grow wood and rocks. Your 
Aunt Jane was a fool to lend anything on it — 
might 'a' known she'd get stuck." 

"I know it's no use as it is, but I beheve that 
if the yard and orchard were cleared up, so as 
to look nice, and the house fixed, we could rent 
the place in the summer to city people who 
want to get away from town in hot weather. I 
asked Mr. Buxton about it, and he thought 
I was right. He says there are lots of men in 
Philadelphia who hire such places every year 



106 EIGHT SECRETS 

for their families, and pay good prices. They 
would rather do it than go to a hotel or board- 
ing-house. I have read the same thing in the 
newspapers." 

"Who'd want to go to a ramshackle old 
nest hke that?" 

"That's just it. Nobody'd take it now, of 
course. Why, there was a milk-snake in the 
kitchen and a black-snake on the parlor mantel- 
piece when I went in the other day !" 

"Fine company for city folks," Mr. Duncan 
growled. 

"Oh, well, the snakes wouldn't go in if the 
holes were stopped up and the field-mice were 
driven out. I believe. Pa, I could put the 
place in pretty good shape all alone, if I had the 
time and some lumber, and maybe a few more 
tools." 

"Throwing good money after bad!" 

"I don't know about that. Mr. Buxton 
didn't seem to think so, and he knows a good 
deal about such things. He thought it would 
pay. I don't beheve it would cost a great 
deal. They say building materials are cheap 
now. I might have to hire a mason a few days 
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to fix the foundation and chimney, and do a 
little plastering, but that wouldn't be very- 
expensive, and I guess I could do all the rest 
myself." 

"How much do you s'pose 'twould cost?" 

"I don't believe you would have to spend 
more than seventy-five dollars, not counting 
my time, that is if you would let me have a 
horse, and wagon, when you could spare them, 
to do hauling from town of lumber and bricks. 
Maybe you or Malcolm would help me, now 
and then, if there was something I couldn't 
do alone, like putting up a scaffold." 

"It ain't the work that bothers me; it's 
findin' the cash for the stuff you'd have to buy." 

"I guess we could sell enough wood off the 
hill to get that back — maybe before we had 
to pay it all." 

"Perhaps," his father assented. "At any 
rate, that would help." 

"I'm sure I'd learn a lot in doing such a 
piece of work," cried Archie, enthusiastically. 

"I have no doubt in the world you would," 
Mr. Duncan agreed, with a dry chuckle. "The 
Lord knows you need the education ! But may- 
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be it would be worth the cost ; — and certainly 
you couldn't do the old shack much hann." 

This frankness of personal estimate was not 
exactly flattering, but the youngster knew it 
was pretty close to facts and didn't stop to 
worry over the damage to his pride. Instead, 
he simply said with honesty and earnestness : — 

"I would try hard to make it so." 

Mr. Duncan sat and smoked in silence for 
some minutes. He saw that his son had studied 
the case pretty thoroughly, and although it 
was a new proposition to him, he was shrewd 
enough to see that it was a promising one. 
The question simply was: Had Archie knowl- 
edge, industry, and means sufficient to carry so 
large and novel an undertaking to success ? He 
reflected that the ■ boy was showing no great 
interest in farming, and had, on the other hand, 
a turn toward mechanics, which perhaps was 
worth cultivating. Here was an opportunity 
to test the lad's abiUty. So he closed the 
interview by saying : — 

"Well, I'll tell you what, son, we'll go up there 
to-morrow, take a look at the old place, and see 
whether there is anything in your idea. Now 
run off, and let me read my paper." 



CHAPTER XI 
Archie's hill-farm, and how he came by it 

Next morning, as he had promised, Mr. 
Dmican and Archie walked over to the old 
place on the hillside. 

"This road is in terrible bad shape," was Mr. 
Duncan's first comment. "I must see the 
road commissioners about it." 

"Why, I didn't know it was a county road," 
exclaimed Archie in surprise. 

"Oh, yes. The fellow that first cleared the 
place and built the house made the road and 
got it accepted by the county; but I don't 
suppose a dollar's been spent on it in twenty 
years." 

"Who was he? Who built the house, any- 
way? Nobody ever told me anything about 
it." 

"Why, about — let me see — yes, just 
twenty-five years ago this spring, a fellow came 
in here, and bought this patch of land from the 
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Widow Peters — mother of the Peters boys 
over at the Crossroads — she's been dead these 
twenty years. It was nothin' but wood lots 
and pastures, and no account for farmin' 
'longside the valley lands except just an acre 
or two by the house ; and I s'pose he got it 
mighty cheap . I know all the neighbors thought 
it was a fool move, and wondered how he ex- 
pected to make a living; but it was given out 
that he was a city man who had some money, 
and wanted to live in the country on account 
of his health." 

"What was his name?" 

"McGreggor — Scotch-Irish, I reckon, like 
me, but I never asked him. I didn't get to 
know him much anyhow. He had a nice wife 
and a couple of children, one of 'em a mighty 
smart boy ten or twelve years old. They 
palled him Bronnie, but I never heard what 
that stood for. Well, along in May they came 
up, and set up a tent and lived in it while the 
house was building. He had men up from the 
village, and they had the job done by fall, but 
the upper story was never finished off at all 
inside." 
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"Must have been awful cold in winter," 
said Archie. 

"Of course, but that didn't matter much, 
because nobody used it, except that the boy 
slept there in summer. In winter he was 
away at school in Philadelphia or somewhere, 
and when cold weather came they boarded up 
the hall stairway and hved downstairs till 
spring. They got along all right — of course 
they could, with that big square chimney set 
comerwise so as to give a fireplace or a flue- 
hole for a stove in every room. I always 
thought that was a clever notion." 

"Does the chimney draw well?" Archie 
asked. 

"I guess so. I never heard no complaint 
about it. Any chimney will draw well that is 
high enough and not narrowed in at the top, 
the way lots of ignorant masons buUd them 
unless you stand over 'em with a club. If 
ever you build a chimney, see that the flue is 
just as wide at the top as it is at the bottom, 
so it'll let the smoke out just as easily as it 
took it in." 

"How did Mr. McGreggor get along?" 
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"He seemed to make a live of it, but the 
folks round here never knew much about his 
affairs. Guess he had some money besides 
what he made here. He cleared a good deal of 
ground and sold off some logs and firewood, 
and raised potatoes mostly, and he always did 
well with 'em because he'd keep them in his 
cellar—" 

"That's why there's such a big, deep cellar 
under the house," Archie interrupted. 

"Yes, I guess Ukely — then when the demand 
rose in the spring he would get a big price. 
Most of the farmers wouldn't do that, or 
couldn't, because they needed the money. He 
used to keep lots of bees, too — had a couple of 
hundred hives at one time, I remember. One 
day, after about five years, he suddenly moved 
away, and arranged with me to sell all his stuff. 
Gave me a third of all I got, and I made a good 
thing of it for both of us, 'cause he was in no 
great hurry — didn't have to have a vendue." 

"Whatever became of him?" 

"I dunnow. When I got through the busi- 
ness, we didn't write any more, and I haven't 
seen nor heard from him since you were a baby. 
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You know that silver mug of yours? Well, 
Mr. McGreggor sent it to you with his last 
letter, closing up the business. I had told him 
you had just come to town. And he sent your 
mother stuff for a black silk dress, at the same 
time, just to show he was satisfied with the way 
I had treated him." 

"What happened after that?" 

"The fellow I sold the property to found out 
pretty quick he couldn't do much here, and 
he sold it and went out West. The next man 
kept it awhile, and did pretty well with dairying 
and what not, until finally something or other 
happened and he went off. Then about ten 
years ago your Aunt Jane got interested in a 
no-account critter down at the village who had 
married her upstairs girl; and a mighty 
pretty, peart girl she was too — came from down 
country somewhere. Everybody knew he was a 
shiftless, no-'count, horse-trading fellow, but he 
could be soft-mannered enough when he wanted 
to, and come it over your aunt sUck. She 
bought this place and set 'em up on it — he 
was going to raise fine horses and so on, he said, 
and pay her back in a hurry. 
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"Well, you know what happened. After he 
had been here about a year he came home 
drunk one night and killed his wife, and then 
ran out on the hills and froze to death. That, 
of course, threw the place back on your aunt's 
hands; and what with its natural draw- 
backs and its bad name — folks said it was 
haunted ! — she couldn't dispose of it ; and 
when she died she left it to you — or to me to 
give to you when you come of age." 

"But if I understand it all right. Father," said 
Archie, "you are to give me all that the property 
may bring, each year, above what is needed to 
pay the taxes and keep the boundary fences 
up?" 

"Yes, that's the direction in the will, and 
that's the way you've been getting fifteen or 
twenty dollars a year out of the rent of the 
hay fields. And if the wood was sold the pay 
for it would be yours, and you could spend it, 
if you hked, on improvements." 

This conversation had brought them up the 
rough mountain road to the gate of the 
property, where the house stood on a level 
terrace, near the foot of a hillside, whose slope 
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was covered with the wood they proposed to 
sell. 

The house was not a wreck, by any means, 
as they found when they pushed through the 
weeds along the path and approached it, for 
it had at first been substantially built. The 
yard, to be sure, was a jungle of tall grass and 
weeds, sprawling Ulacs, etc. ; one comer of the 
porch had lost its under post and fallen down, 
and almost all its floor had been ripped off and 
had disappeared ; the front window was broken, 
and the top of the chimney had slid off on one 
side, — the two accidents together giving a 
rather rakish air to the cottage. 

"Looks as if it had been in a fight, a?.d got 
some hard raps," Mr. Duncan said with a 
chuckle. 

They pushed the door open and entered. 
This door, which was near the left-hand end 
of the front of the house, as you approached, 
admitted them to a small hall, out of which 
the stairs went up across the west end of the 
building. A door at the right of the hall opened 
into a large room (twelve by fourteen feet), 
which took up all the eastern half of the house, 
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and had two side windows and one front win- 
dow. Its inside partition had a door opening 
into a bedroom (ten by eleven feet) behind the 
hall, through one corner of which the stair- 
case rose, and the space under it was walled 
up into a closet. 

Behind the sitting room was a large kitchen, 
in a lean-to, in one corner of which was the 
boxed-in closetUke opening of the stairs lead- 
ing down into the cellar, which extended under 
all the main part of the house. 

Right in the middle of the house stood the 
great bare base of the chimney, set corner- 
wise, as Mr. Duncan had said, so that it cut 
across the corners of both the sitting room and 
bedroom, and reached out into the kitchen. 
This gave a chance for a fireplace in the sitting 
room (or a stove, if one preferred) and for 
stoves in both the bedroom and the kitchen. 

They found that the roof of the kitchen was 
in bad shape, and many holes needed patching 
in the house roof. Several of the weather 
boards outside had been ripped off, and a 
great deal of small repairing was needed inside, 
besides the finishing up of the attic, where two 



ARCHIE'S HILL-FARM 117 

good rooms could be made. The stable was not 
so dilapidated as they expected to find it; and 
on the whole Mr. Duncan was more encouraged 
than he had expected to be. A great deal of 
dust and rubbish was lying about, which made 
the place look worse than it really was, for the 
floor was whole and strong, except in the 
kitchen. The plastering was broken some, 
especially in the ceiUng of the bedroom, where 
it had been loosened because a bad leak in the 
roof had let water into the attic, and many 
of the window panes were smashed; but after 
all not a great deal of repairing was needed that 
an ordinary carpenter could not manage to do. 
"How much did this place cost Aunt Jane?" 
Archie asked, as they left the old house and sat 
down in the shade of one of the twenty or more 
fine apple trees that grew near it, whose fruit 
usually went to waste. 

"About six hxmdred dollars, I reckon." 
"Well, won't you lend me one hundred dol- 
lars and let me fix the place up ? Just wait a 
minute and let me see if I can talk about it as 
a man would. I'll give you a regular paper to 
say that I have borrowed the money and will 
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pay it back, or that if I don't you can have 
enough of the property to pay the debt. What 
is that? — a mortgage?" 

"No, you would give me a note, payable 
say a year hence, secured by a mortgage — two 
separate papers. But how are you going to 
meet your note — get money to pay it, and the 
interest?" 

"Well, there's the wood; and these apples 
ought to bring something next fall, and the 
hay a httle ; and then, as I said, I believe if 
I fix it up I can rent it." 

"Hum-m! Who do you calculate to rent it 
to? We've been trying to do so for half a 
dozen years, and failed." 

"I couldn't expect to rent it this season. 
It'll take me a long time to get it in shape, 
at the rate I could work single-handed. But 
next spring, when the house is clean and neat 
and painted, and the place looks nice, I'd 
advertise it in the Philadelphia papers, and 
maybe in those of other towns, Uke Reading, 
or Trenton, or even New York, as a quiet place 
for city folks, or for men Uke the one who built 
it — Mr. McGreggor. I'd say it was an espe- 
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daily good place for raising bees. It is. 
There are lots of basswood trees round here, 
and lots of buckwheat and wild flowers." 

"Well, I'll think about it. We must go back 
now and I must get to work, and so must you. 
I've been watching you, young man, and you're 
getting behind on your wood-sawing. This 
ranging the field after birds' nests and going 
to parties and dreaming about real estate is 
all very well, but you catch up with your 
regular wood-sawing or there'll be trouble. 
You're about forty sticks behind." 

"I know, but I mean now to catch up. I've 
got a plan for a machine to make it easier." 

"A machine!" exclaimed his father, with 
great disgust. "Well, I'll 'machine' you if 
you don't get to moving." 



CHAPTER XII 

AN INVENTOR IN TROUBLE 

This sudden change of tone was like a wet 
blanket on his hopes, but Archie knew his 
father, and did not lose courage ; yet the post- 
ponement of his plan was a sore disappoint- 
ment. Mr. Duncan strode off to the fields, 
and Archie ran into the house to slip on a pair 
of overalls, feeling cross and a little scared. 
When he came out, there was MolUe, just com- 
ing up the path from the gate. 

"Momin'," he greeted her shortly, and ran 
on, leaving her staring. 

"Why, Archie, what's the matter with you? 
Come back here! I won't be treated in that 
way!" 

"Oh, excuse me, MolHe," the lad apologized 
somewhat impatiently, stopping himself, but 
not going back. "I've got to go to work or 
I'll catch a Uckin'." 

120 
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The boy seemed to have dropped five years 
from his age of an hour before. The keen- 
eyed, intelligent mechanic, the poUte young 
gentleman who had been so entertaining at 
the birthday party, the thoughtful fellow 
planning the improvement of houses and lands, 
— each was gone, and a real boy, Tommy the 
Tinker, had come again. 

Such changes are characteristic of some per- 
sons ; and the ability to make them last through 
life belongs to some men. We say of such a 
man that he "keeps his youth," and we Uke 
to see it. It is delightful, and ought not to 
be remarkable, when we discover the powerful 
lawyer, who yesterday thrilled a court-room 
with his force and eloquence, to-day romping 
with his children under the trees ; or the officer, 
whose sHghtest word rules a battle-ship, 
laughing among his girls at tennis; or some 
great engineer or merchant as jolly as one of 
his sons by the vacation camp-fire or in the 
fishing-punt. 

Archie was the farm-boy again ; and though 
MoUie didn't really beheve him in danger of 
an actual "lickin'," she wouldn't have been 
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much surprised to see him get it — in fact, she 
wasn't sure but she wished he would. 

"Archie Duncan, behave yourself and listen 
to me ! Where is your father?" 

"Up in the woods, cutting a hickory, I ex- 
pect." 

"Well, here's a note Dennis brought out from 
town just now. It says, 'Rush! Important!' 
You'd better run and give it to him, or he'll 
'give it' to you." 

"All right. Give me the letter. It's about 
that lawsuit, I s'pose," and the lad ran] away, 
leaving the young lady still offended. 

In five minutes he came racing back, and was 
bending over the sawbuck, making the wood- 
dust fly at a tremendous rate by the time his 
father followed him down the lane and turned 
into the bam. Soon the farmer reappeared 
with the horse and buggy, drove to the door of 
the house, and stepped indoors. After a little 
Mrs. Duncan came out, to ask MoUie if she 
could remain there during the afternoon, and 
look after the baby, so that she could drive 
into the village with her husband. 

"Certainly, Mrs. Duncan. Mamma thought 
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maybe you'd have to go, and told me to stay 
if you wanted me to." 

Archie sawed away like a Trojan, never 
looking up, till his mother called him, just as 
they were going, to bring to her a basket she 
had forgotten. He did so, and got a parting 
word from his father : — 

"Don't you forget what I told you about 
that wood, young man." 

The boy watched the buggy till it turned out 
of sight, then he kicked the sawbuck out of 
the way. 

"There, plague on you!" he cried, "I hope 
that's the last of you ! as the man said when 
he cut off his toe to cure a com. Now I can 
set up my nxachine, and get a lot of wood done 
too, by the time he gets back." 

MoUie's wrath had blown away, and she had 
come out to the woodpile in time to hear the 
last words. 

"Oh, aren't you afraid? Your father was 
awful cross." 

"More cross because he's got to go and be a 
witness in that case in court than mad with 
me, I guess. He'll be all serene when he sees 
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what I've done — but I've got to hump my- 

seK!" 

And with that he rushed over to the tool- 
shop and brought out two large X's, made of 
two-by-four scantlings, which were crossed 
about ten inches from one end, while the other 
arms were about three feet in length. Each of 
these irregular X's had an auger-hole bored 
through them where the two pieces crossed, 
and another through each one of the front 
legs, near their groimd ends. 

"Why, you've already begun," said Mollie. 

"Yes — ^that is, I've been planning out the 
invention a long time, and was just going to 
begin to build it when Dad got a fit about my 
woodpile. I didn't know he was keeping tab 
on me. Now, I s'pose I'll have to wait awhile." 

Just at that moment Harry Buckley, who 
lived not far away, jumped over the road 
fence and came whistling through the orchard 
toward them. An oriole too-oodled and tee- 
eedled in a tree-top where it had strung up its 
cradle, the bees were humming in that provok- 
ingly drowsy way bees have, and everything 
was right for a couple of country boys to have 
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a good time. Harry wanted somebody to go 
down the river with him. The perch would 
bite beautifully such a half-cloudy, languid 
afternoon. So he sang out, as soon as he could 
be heard: — 

"Say, Arch, get your rod. It's just the day 
to go a-fishing ; and you may come too, Mollie, 
if you'll be a good girl and won't bother." 

There was no joyful response. Both were 
mum and glum as owls. 

"Thank you, Harry," said MoUie, solemnly, 
as he came nearer. "We'd hke to, but — " 

"No fishing for me to-day," chorused Archie, 
gloomily. " Too busy." 

"Busy! You!" 

"Yes, me. You talk as if you thought I 
was a loafer. Dad says he's tired waiting for 
this wood to be sawed, though there's plenty 
piled up in the shed to last a week; and he 
won't let me leave the house till all I'm behind 
on is made up." 

Harry gave a low whistle. He knew what 
such orders meant. He was a boy of ex- 
perience. The inconveniences as well as the 
conveniences of woodsheds were famiUar to 
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him to their uttermost parts. He remembered 
how once a small cousin of his had arrived on 
a visit at a most awkward moment; how, 
wiping his eyes and forcing back his tears, he 
had gone to meet this cousin, and the first 
thing the little stranger had said was : — 

"Let's go out to the woodshed." 

"No, thank you," repHed Harry, "I — I've 
just been there." 

With these reminiscences of rear-guard 
actions fresh in mind, and conscious that 
the danger hne was not yet wholly passed, 
both boys found their Hps closed. • 

"And that isn't the worst of it," MoUie 
piped up, her voice and eyes full of alarm. 
"Mr. Duncan said he'd whip him if it wasn't 
done before he got back from town to-night." 

"Did he say all that?" cried Archie, in an 
agonized tone, which Buckley had no means of 
knowing was partly put on. 

"Well, why don't you pitch in and saw?" 
asked Harry, with a grin. 

"Hurts my back." 

"Hurts your hack! Great Csesar, you'll 
find his gad'U hurt it a lot worse!" and his 
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grin exploded into a guffaw, for again he per- 
ceived clearly why all farnjers with growing 
boys built woodsheds. 

"I'll punch your head, if you ain't careful," 
Archie growled; and at that his visitor lay 
down on the chips and rolled in such a gale of 
mirth the others had to laugh too. There was 
no use in quarrelling with such a merrily sym- 
pathetic rascal as this. 

"That isn't all," Archie explained, when he 
could speak. "I've invented a machine that'll 
make wood-sawing easy — just a picnic ; and 
if you're not good, I won't let you use it." 

"Great machine you can make," was Harry's 
contemptuous rejoinder. 

"Oh, but he can!" cried MoUie, stout in her 
faith. "Didn't he build a water-wheel that 
rocks the baby? Just come and look at her 
now, sleeping there." 

She led him off, and Archie followed for the 
enjoyment of seeing their admiration of his 
ingenuity, — which was a loss of valuable 
time. Suddenly he remembered this. 

"Maybe, if you help me, we can get it done 
in an hour or two." 
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"And if you don't — " Harry began to dance 
about and squeal, till Archie threw him over 
and sat on him. 

The two boys then stood the X's on their long 
ends, about eighteen inches apart, and held 
them while MoUie fitted the cross-bars, already 
prepared, into the auger-holes, and the result 
was a tall sawbuck — one in which a log 
would He at the level of a boy's middle vest 
button. 

"That's O.K.," said the maker. "Now 
pull it apart, and I'll show you what next." 

Down it came, the cross-tie was pulled out, 
and the X's lay flat on the ground again. 

"Now," Archie explained, "you see here's 
an old, worn-out corn-sheller, thrown out long 
ago ; but this crank and fly-wheel that made it 
go are all right, and I'm going to knock the 
wreck to pieces and take them out." 

"What are they good for?" 

"Just you wait and see." 

A busy twenty minutes was passed in loosen- 
ing nails and screws, until finally the wheel 
and its shaft were free. The former was of 
cast iron, and weighed perhaps forty pounds. 
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The latter was a forged round bar, straight for 
some nine inches from the wheel, then bent 
into the form of three sides of a square four 
inches deep, — what machinists call a double 
crank (Fig. 1), beyond which it ran straight 
again for ten inches and 
ended in a turned hub 
with a proper screw cap. 
"The next act," said 

Archie, "is to put this a, fly-wheel; 6, shaft; 

c, double crank. 

thing into the buck. 

"Take out the wooden cross-tie and put this 
iron thing in instead," MoUie suggested. 

"That won't do," Archie explained, "be- 
cause when a stick of wood was laid on there 
wouldn't be room under it for the crank to 
turn over, and so I couldn't work my 
treadle." 

"Oh!" both remarked together, having 
nothing else to say. This was the first they 
had heard of a treadle. "Seems to me you're 
mighty fond of mystery." 

"It's fun to keep you kids guessing. Mollie, 
please bring me the rip-saw from the shop." 

The girl wasn't at all sure what a rip-saw was, 
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so she brought every hand-saw she could lay 
her hands on, and found the boys marking on 
a heavy plank patterns for two pieces which, 
when they had been cut out, just fitted across 
the outside of the lower legs of each X. These 
cross-planks (Fig. 2, c) were then nailed securely 




Fig. 2. 
a, the buck (X's) ; 6, cross-tie ; v, c, supports for shaft ; also 
strengthen the whole structure ; d, fly-wheel. Its dotted outline 
is seen behind the buck and in its pit below the ground, 
e, crank of the fly-wheel shaft (one of the X's is cut away to 
show its shape) ; /, one of the two journals ; g, treadle-bar. 

upon the X's, so that their top lines came pre- 
cisely twelve inches above the ground, and level 
with it. This made necessary a pit in the 
ground at the left of the sawbuck for the broad 
wheel to work in, but that was easily dug. 
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Exactly in the middle of the top edge of each 
plank was then screwed one of the journals 
(Fig. 2, /) in which the fly-wheel shaft of 
the corn-sheller had ridden. 

To get these parts off of the old corn-sheller 
and fasten them into their new places was no 
easy matter, and took a provokingly long time. 
The work had to be done very exactly, and re- 
peated trials of the proper fit and hang of the 
shaft must be made, before the journals could 
be screwed into place. Unless everything was 
truly adjusted, the wheel and crank-shaft 
would not revolve evenly and smoothly; and 
upon this depends the usefulness of all such 
machinery. 

Lastly, Archie rounded the ends of a strong 
square oak stick, and inserted them into the 
two auger-holes near the bottom of the front 
legs of the X's, making a cross-bar (Fig. 2, g) 
which would turn loosely. 

"Those bearings ought to be iron or brass," 
said the inventor; "but I haven't got it." 

When all these adjustments were at last ac- 
curately finished, the central cross-bar was 
again set in and wedged firm, the caps were 
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screwed upon the journals holding the wheel 
(outside the left-hand X) and its shaft in 
position, and then the affair had the appearance 
sketched in Figure 2. 

"Well, I swanny!" Harry exclaimed, as 
he looked it over. "I can't see what you are 
going to get out of that in the way of a wood- 
sawyer." 

"I've got to get something," rejoined his 
chum, "or else catch that Ucking." 

"Do you know its awfully late?" MoUie 
asked warningly, as she came from the house, 
bringing little Ethel, who had waked up and 
now wanted her outing in the cart. "Your 
father is likely to come home almost any time, 
and what wUl he do when he sees no wood 
has been cut." 

The girl was full of anxiety. 

"I tell you what," said Harry. "Let's bring 
a lot of stove wood from the shed and throw 
it down here, just as if it had been sawed and 
spUt to-day. He'll never know the differ- 
ence." 

Archie glanced up and saw MoUie's gray 
eyes fixed upon him. Perhaps he read truth 
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and courage in them, for after an instant's 
pause he answered : — 

"No, that wouldn't be square. I'd rather 
face the music. I can't get this job done as 
soon as I thought I could, and I guess I've 
got to quit and go at the old buck-saw again." 

"Well, maybe you're right," Harry agreed. 
'"Twould be sort of cheating the governor, 
I s'pose. But, see here, Archie, you go on with 
your work, and I'll saw awhile. I guess I 
owe you that much, anyhow, for the way you 
helped me out with that job of hoeing last 
year." So Harry pitched in, and you'd have 
thought he never enjoyed anything so much 
as cutting firewood. 

"When you get tired, I'll spell you," Archie 
called out. "I don't want to kill a willing 
horse. Meanwhile, I'll see if I can't make a 
treadle." 

Selecting a board about fifteen inches long 
and eight inches wide, he cut a square notch 
in the middle of one end, about three inches 
deep, and nailed across its under side, even with 
the end of the board, a strong strip of hard 
wood, whittled round where it crossed the 
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notch (Fig. 3). Turning it cleat-side down, 
he laid the board across the low cross-bar (Fig. 
3, b) so that it reached precisely under the crank, 
and then nailed it securely to the bar. 
Just then a rumble of wheels was heard down 




Fig. 3. 
a, treadle; 6, treadle-bar; c, crank; d, connecting rod between 
treadle and crank; e, connecting-rod between crank and lever; 
/, lever. 

the road. Everybody straightened up and 
listened. It was not heavy enough for a wagon 
— it must be Mr. Duncan's buggy. 

A moment later old Whiteface came into 
view. There was no longer any doubt about it. 

Harry's courage all left him, and snatching 
his cap, he ran away through the orchard as 
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hard as he could run. Then he thought he 
would like to see what happened. So he 
stopped behind a big apple tree and looked 
back. 

Archie had seized the saw and was working 
like mad. Mollie had grabbed the new machine 
and was dragging it out of sight behind the 
woodshed. 

Then the buggy turned up through the gate 
— and behold ! nobody was in it but Mrs. 
Dimcan ! Her heart must have been warmed 
by the effusive joy with which both the con- 
spirators ran to meet her — for she didn't 
see the reason behind it. 

"Father's got to stay over night," she told 
them, "and will walk out to-morrow." 

Why that news made these frauds still 
more joyful she couldn't understand, but she 
paid little attention to it, and was glad herself 
that Mollie was still there to help her get supper. 

Relieved from the need of haste, the two boys 
worked over the woodpile and in an hour had 
reduced it greatly, so that a goodly pile of 
split sticks stood between Archie and Fate. 

"The shadow of that switch is getting smaller. 
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eh, Archie ?" Harry laughed, as he put on his 
coat to go home. 

"Yep," said Archie, gratefully. "It looked 
awhile ago as big as a telegraph pole. Say, 
Harry, you're a brick !" 

"Oh, that's all right !" and he was off on the 
run. "I'll come over in the morning and see 
the thing finished," he called back as he vaulted 
the fence. 

Archie gave his brother a sad tale about his 
difficulties that night, and got Malcolm to help 
him saw a dozen sticks or so, while he spUt the 
short pieces, and so when he went to bed the 
pile of stove wood had been much enlarged; 
and he hoped his father would be kept in town 
long enough to give him time to complete his 
machine next morning. 

"Don't catch me falUng behind again," he 
resolved, "if I have to get up before daylight — 
something I would hate to do like sixty !" 

Immediately after breakfast next morning 
the inventor and his assistants were at work 
again. Warned by the slow progress of the day 
before, they hammered and sawed with feverish 
haste. MoUie was sent to rummage the tool- 
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box until she had found a couple of three-inch 
bolts with nuts to fit them, while Harry was 
given the job of connecting the treadle and 
crank by a stick with loops of leather at the 
end, one of which went round the crank, and 
the other through the notch and around the 
cleat under the treadle-end (Fig. 3, d). 

Archie himself prepared a very deUcate part 
of the device, over which he had spent much 
care in calculation and measurement, because 
upon accuracy here depended much of the 
working capabiUty he was striving for. 

Going to the tool-house, he brought out an 
oak board about four inches wide. 

"If I hadn't found this board the other day, 
I'd 'a' had to wait till I could get one," he 
told his friends. Then he consulted some notes 
and drawings he had made, and cut off a length 
equal to the distance across the outside of one 
of the X's just above the crank-shaft journals, 
plus eighteen inches. At the outer end of it 
he bored an inch-wide auger-hole, and smoothed 
its interior and rim with sandpaper. Then he 
made an exact duplicate of this out of the re- 
mainder of the oak board, and nailed each as 
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solidly as he could on the outside of the X's 
just above the shaft-bearings. 

"I'm 'most done," he exclaimed. 

"Are you? Well, I don't see through your 
scheme yet," Harry confessed. 

"You'll catch on pretty soon. I guess you'll 
savvy what I'm up to when I get this strip in 
place," and he picked up one about four feet 
long that had been laid aside, and asked them 
to hold its ends firm while he bored an auger- 
hole through it at a point about one-third of the 
distance from one end to the other, determining 
the precise point very carefully by measuring 
according to the figures on his memorandum. 
He also bored a half-inch hole in each end. 

"I caU this the 'lever,'" he explained. 
"Bring me that hoe, you indolent MolUe," 
pointing toward a rather ancient one hanging 
on the fence. 

"That hoe? What in the world—?" 

"Bother your inquisitiveness ! Think I've 
got time to answer girl questions ? Get — me 
— that — hoe!" 

She got it. Then she stood meekly by and 
watched the "smihng autocrat coolly saw the 
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handle off about in the middle, poke it through 
all the auger-holes he had made lately, and so 
suspend his lever on a shaft, i.e. the hoe-handle 




Fig. i. 
a, a, lever supports; 6, shaft (the hoe-handle) carrying lever; 
c, lever, to whose dotted lower end is pivoted the outer end of 
the connecting-rod (e, in Fig. 3) ; d, arm carrying saw pivoted 
to the top of the lever. 

swung across the rear of the sawbuck, as shown 
in Figure 4. 

The hoe-handle shaft was wedged immovably 
into the holes at its ends, and the lever turned 
freely on it. This lever was now slid along to 
a point opposite the crank, and its lower end 
fell to the level of the crank when turned down. 
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Holding the lever vertical, Archie next asked 
Harry to measure the distance between its 
lower end and the crank, and to cut an oak 
lath of that length. This done, he said: — 

"Now bore a hole in one end and bolt it 
loosely to the lower end of the rod (Molhe will 
give you a bolt), and attach the other by a 
leather loop to the crank, just as you did the 
treadle connecting-rod. Now do you thick- 
heads catch on to my scheme?" 

The excitement of approaching success shone 
in his eyes. 

"I think I do," MoUie answered timidly. 

But Harry confessed his thick-headedness, 
and Archie dechned to explain, but commanded 
him to get the buck-saw, begged the girl to 
fetch the wrench, and then set about making 
the last connection. 

This he did by firmly screwing to the back 
end of the saw a strip of hard wood about eight- 
een inches long, the other end of which was 
perforated with a series of holes (Fig. 4, d). 
He had made this in the shop some days before, 
and explained that he couldn't be sure which 
hole was in the right place until he had tried it. 
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Then, laying a log in the crotches of the X's, 
he rested the blade of the saw upon it, and 
held it upright, while Harry, under his direction, 
put a bolt through the outermost hole in the 
saw-piece and that in the top of the lever, but 
left the nut loose, so as to admit of some play 
— form a pivot, in fact. 

This fastening made, Archie grasped the 
handle of the saw in his right hand, with his 
left hand started the fly-wheel revolving, and 
at the same instant bore down with his left foot 
upon the treadle. This caused the elbow of 
the crank axle to turn toward him, which 
pulled the connecting-rod forward, and with 
it came the lower arm of the upright lever 
swinging on the hoe-handle. When this hap- 
pened, the upper arm of the lever of course 
swung backward, and pulled the saw in the 
same direction, and as Archie's hand guided 
and bore down slightly upon it, the sharp teeth 
grated over the beech log and cut a long 
furrow. 

By this time the crank had got haKway 
round, and turned back again as Archie pressed 
upon the treadle. The lower arm of the lever 
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was then pushed back by the rod, and the saw 
came forward, deepening the gash, and shoot- 
ing out a jet of yellow sawdust. 

The machine worked! And so interested 
was the boy that he never noticed the tall figure 
of the old farmer, who had returned, and now 
stood just behind him, with a broad smile upon 
his face. 

Archie's foot pressed rapidly up and down 
upon the treadle; the heavy fly-wheel steadied 
the movement and added what engineers call 
momentum; the connecting-rods and lever 
dragged the saw rapidly back and forth as the 
crank revolved without an instant's pause; 
and in a very short time the parted halves of 
the log fell to the ground, cleanly cut apart. 

As the young inventor looked up, with a 
triumphant grin on his jolly face, a broken 
switch was laid across the patent sawbuck, 
and Mr. Duncan remarked : — 

"Cut that up next, and then go a-fishing." 



CHAPTER XIII 

WORKING THE PATENT WOOD-SAW 

Archie had no idea how much fun he was 
going to get out of his machine. Go a-fishing ? 
Not at present, thank you ! It was a heap 
more fun to stay at home, at any rate for a 
while yet. 

The first thing he did, when he found his 
father back and in good humor, was to invite 
him poUtely to try the machine. While Mr. 
Duncan took off his coat, Archie laid a stick 
across the buck. It was just an accident, no 
doubt, that it was the very biggest, hardest 
log of beech-wood in the pile, and when the 
farmer saw it, he puckered up his face at MoUie 
in a way that nearly sent that young lady into 
convulsions. But he said nothing, and drove 
the saw through one end, then shoved the log 
along and severed it again. 

"That goes pretty slick." 

143 
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"Yes; but, Father, that was a hard one. 
Just see how easy this nice piece of ash will 
be," and he set it in the crotch, where it fell 
into three pieces surprisingly quickly. 

"Oh, here comes Mother! Mother, do come 
and let Dad show you how well my new machine 
works," and as he laid a big oak stick before 
him, the farmer gave the wheel a start and sent 
the sawdust shooting out in a steady stream. 

Mrs. Duncan looked on with amazement, — 
not so much at the invention as at the way her 
husband was buckling down to the job. The 
moment he finished, Archie was ready with 
another log, and he had grasped the saw when 
he happened to look up and caught his wife's 
eye. He dropped the saw as if its vermilion 
paint were red-hot, and started after his son, 
who fled, shrieking with laughter. 

"Young jackanapes!" he chuckled, "work- 
ing his old father ! You'd 'a' kept me sawin' 
your wood for you till Christmas, I expect." 

When she could get her breath from laughing, 
Mrs. Duncan declared she wanted to try it. 
Harry placed a hght stick for her, held it firmly, 
and the lady had no difficulty in cutting it off. 
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"Try it, Mollie," she said. 

So Archie shoved the uncut end along, and 
let her experiment, but in a moment she found 
the saw getting away from her. 

"Let go of that wheel, you scamp !" she cried. 
"The machine runs me, and not I it, when 
you whirl that wheel Uke that." 

His mischief discovered, he quit it, stood 
back, and enjoyed watching the girl as she held 
the saw firm, for really she was almost as strong 
as were the boys themselves, and ran it down 
through the stick in quick time. Not content 
with that, she went herself to the pile of cord- 
wood, selected another big stick, and cut it off 
without any help, twice. 

"That lets me out," exclaimed Archie, glee- 
fully. "After this you and Mother may cut 
the firewood. Now 111 invent a machine to 
hoe the potatoes, and another to weed the 
onions, and then, mebbe, I can take things 
easy." 

"Why don't you hitch this to your water- 
wheel?" MoUie inquired, half in fun and half 
in earnest, "and then we'd all get rid of the 
work." 
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"I've studied all that out, Miss. The wheel 
isn't big enough." 

"Make a bigger wheel." 

"Haven't got water enough to run it. But 
I'll tell you what I am going to do. This churn- 
ing twice a week is no joke to a boy hke me ; and 
the next thing in order is to rig up a gearing 
by which I can work the chum-dasher from 
that mill-wheel whenever the baby don't need 
to be rocked. Can't do both at once, and 
Mamma can take her choice." 

This was greeted with a general laugh; but 
before another week was over Archie actually 
did it, and Mrs. Duncan made her butter by 
water-power for several years afterward. 

"Why shouldn't she?" was the remark of 
a mean neighbor, who had been once caught 
stuffing chickens' crops with shot before she 
sent them to market. ' ' Why shouldn't she ? — 
there's water enough in her milk to run a mill- 
wheel." 

In the evening Malcolm had to try the machine, 
and then the hired man, and they thought it 
so much fun they cut a dozen sticks between 
them under Archie's skilful wheedUng. And 
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for days afterward it was the "sight" of the 
neighborhood, — that and the churn and the 
baby-rocker. Nothing delighted Archie more 
than to bring other boys to see it, and then 
amuse himself "joshing" them into doing a 
lot of work. The result was that in the course 
of ten days Archie had wood enough cut by 
his visitors to leave him nothing to do in that 
way for a month. 

But there was one man who was not to be 
taken in, and that was Dennis. 

"Not I," he exclaimed when one day he was 
invited to try it. "No wurruk o' that kind for 
the hkes o' me. I'm as weak as a kex now 
wid labor ; and annyhow, I'm restin'. It was 
wurrukin' between meals that wore out me 
ould fayther bechune the age of ninety-eight 
an' ninety-nine. The Saints rest him! I ex- 
pect he'll be gettin' out o' Piirgatory by now, 
little by little, as the cat ate the herrin'. 
My old woman says I'm gettin' as lazy as Lud- 
lam's dog, — he that had to lean his head 
against the wall to bark. Annyhow, I'll wait 
till the others ha' got through. It's not for 
the likes o' me to be putting myself forward." 
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"Why, Dermis, everybody thinks it's great 
fun!" 

"They'll get over it, and save me the trouble 
o' beginnin'. Don't be in a hurry, young sir. 
'Twon't be long before you'll be sawin' your 
own wood again, and then's the time to blarney 
me if you can." 

"Why, what do you mean?" 

"Well, a wonder Uke this foine new machine 
o' yours is hke a new-bom dog. It lasts nine 
days, and then the puppy's eyes are opened." 

"Dennis, I'll tell Bridget, and—" 

"Glory be ! If you can get her to saw wood 
for you you'll beat me, an' I'll give you my 
blessin', — I will that !" 

"Dennis, how can you put up with the ever- 
lasting tongue-lashing Bridget gives you," said 
Malcolm, who had just joined the crowd. 

The genial Irishman was not a bit abashed. 
Everybody knew his wife's peculiarities, and 
her irritation over his easy-going ways; and 
also that no man the country round was so 
well taken care of. 

"Oh, well," came his reply, with a queer 
combination of a grin and a wink, "if you want 
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eggs, you must put up wi' the cacklin' o' the 
hen." 

Archie got a lot of wood sawed, but he also 
found that his machine was wearing out. So 
he replaced the leather loops on his connecting- 
rods with strap iron, and strengthened and 
improved the affair in various ways, among 
other tilings weighting the saw, so that it was 
more easy to hold, and needed little pressure 
from the hand. Finally, a young farmer gave 
him ten dollars to build a similar machine for 
him, making it taller to suit his six feet of 
height, and furnishing besides an old corn- 
sheller's fly-wheel just Hke the one the boy 
had used. This machine was better in many 
ways, and worked well for several years. Nor 
was it the last one Archie manufactured for 
men who had seen one at work and liked it. 

But a more important sequel to the making 
of the "patent sawbuck" was the decision by 
Mr. Duncan to allow his son to see what he 
could do in repairing the Uttle house on the 
hiU. 

"The boy's got a lot of gumption," the farmer 
told his wife, when they talked it over together; 
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"and he seems to take to tools and get a lot of 
fun out of his tinkering; but he learns some- 
thing too. So I guess it would be a good way 
to spend his summer, especially if we decide 
to send him away to Featherstone's school next 
year." 

"What do you think about that invitation 
up in the coal regions?" 

"Haven't thought about that — let me see 
— whom is he going to stay with, and when?" 

"Why, it's John Hathaway and his wife, — 
she that was Minnie Dascomb ; they have been 
living up near Johnston somewhere, where Mr. 
Hathaway is superintendent of a coal mine. 
His boy stayed down in town to school, and 
he and Archie were great friends last winter, 
and he wanted Archie to go up and spend a 
fortnight with him in August. Mrs. Hathaway 
wrote me about it a spell ago, and I said we'd 
see. I suppose we ought to decide and let 
them know pretty soon. Archie thinks he'd 
hke to go about the 5th of August, that is two 
weeks from Monday." 

"Can you spare him?" 

"Oh, yes, I'll arrange with MoUie to come 
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over every day, and I shall get along well 
enough." 

These two decisions gave the boy enough to 
think and talk about for one evening at least, 
and again the making of traps was postponed, 
but not at all given up; for the more v^chie 
read and saw of the Ufe about him, the more 
he was surprised at all he had been bhnd to, 
and the more he wanted to know. 

Even MoUie was getting interested in natu- 
ral history, and the girls of her acquaintance 
declared her a "perfectly splendid" botanist, 
but she knew better. 

As for the work on the hill-place, it was agreed 
that the clearing up of the grounds about the 
house should be the first effort, and the repair 
of the house taken up later. 



CHAPTER XIV 

BEGINNING IMPKOVEMENTS 

Into the details of Archie's work about the 
neglected farm there is no need to enter. He 
took such tools as he needed from his home, 
and spent several hours each day at work; 
sometimes more, sometimes less, because he 
was still chore-boy. 

His first task was to mow down all the wild 
grass and weeds about the house. Where trees 
had been planted by birds or squirrels, or had 
sprouted from running roots or wind-blown 
seeds, he grubbed them up, roots and all, so 
that they should not sprout again from the 
stump, as they would do if simply cut off. He 
thus uncovered the sunken remains of what had 
been a stone walk to the gate, which he straight- 
ened up and reset. 

Somebody had built a pig-sty, and some- 
body else a hen-house, and these were not only 
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BEGINNING IMPROVEMENTS 153 

foul ruins, but overgrown with burdocks, 
beggar's lice plants, and poison ivy, so he made 
a rubbish heap of each and set fire to it, on 
separate days, MolHe and Harry coming up to 
see the fun, — when is an open fire not enjoy- 
able? — and to help guard against its spread- 
ing. But Httle fires were burning all the time. 
An immense quantity of rubbish was got to- 
gether day by day. His bush-hook, and axe, 
sickle and pruning knife, were always busy, and 
a certain heap of stones was ever smoking Uke 
one of the Persian Towers of Silence, with the 
dead and useless thiags thrown into the coals 
that smouldered harmlessly amid its boulders. 

The first money spent was for buying a 
wagon-load of fencing-boards, and in hiring a 
man to cut chestnut posts ia the woods, and 
dig holes for them, in the way of repairing the 
outside fences. Archie sawed and nailed on 
the boards, but the other part of the work was 
too heavy for him to undertake. Why a good 
post-and-rail fence had not been set up at the 
beginning was a puzzle to him. In the course 
of two weeks, in this way, the grounds near the 
house were given a very 'different aspect, and 



154 EIGHT SECRETS 

one could see how it was possible the place 
might be made very homelike. 

And what a home the old garden and orchard 
already was for birds and insects and small 
things generally ! Any one with half an eye 
open for such things couldn't help but see the 
abundance of Mfe. The rich, decaying soil, and 
the rotting sticks and boards sinking into it, 
were natural breeding-places for innumerable 
insects, whose eggs are laid and young thrive 
in such spongy material. The old neglected 
trees of the orchard, with their scaly bark, their 
many broken limbs, twisted off and leaving 
splintered stumps, where the rain lodged, dust 
collected, and all the forces of decay attacked 
the wood, invited and harbored a great com- 
pany of beetles and bugs and boring larvae, 
while leaf-eating caterpillars and a host of 
minor pests preyed undisturbed upon the twigs, 
leaves, and fruits for which nobody had cared. 
And, now, in the sunny summer weather, the 
air was full of the glancing color and humming 
of insect wings, from the minute midges and 
golden robber-flies dancing and poising in the 
sunUght, to hundreds of butterflies flitting 
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through the foliage, or visiting the weed-tops 
and vagrant blossoms that showed where once 
some housewife had planted beds of hardy- 
posies. 

One afternoon Mrs. Duncan came up to see 
what the lad was doing, — she said she hadn't 
been inside the fence in a dozen years. Mollie 
came with her, and the three spent a couple of 
hours in weeding out and trimming up some of 
the old flower-beds, restoring to decent shape 
the jungles of phlox and pinks and marigolds, 
hollyhocks, tiger-hlies, and other flowers, which 
had kept up a successful fight against being 
overrun and killed off by the grasses and weeds. 
Every lilac bush had spread into a thicket, 
and needed to be grubbed out and trimmed 
back to the central tree, and with loving care 
two or three scraggly old rose bushes were 
pruned and tacked against the comer of the 
house, or tied to stout sticks, and so given a 
chance to reform and grow respectable again. 

"These were not 

' bom to blush unseen, 
And waste their sweetness on the desert air,' " 

quoted Mrs. Duncan. "They have just sunk 
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in poverty and discouragement, and need a 
little help to flourish nicely again, like some 
unfortunate people." 

"Now," exclaimed MoUie, as she finished 
cleaning up a bed of spicily fragrant pinks, 
"these ought to be watered. Where can we get 
some water, Archie?" 

"There's the well," he answered, "but the 
chain is so rusty I'm 'fraid it would break with 
a bucket of water; and besides the 'old oaken 
bucket' has fallen to pieces, — couldn't make 
even a rag-time song out of its tumbled staves. 
I might bring some from the spring in this old 
tin pail I have found, but the spring is so far 
away and the pail is so leaky, I reckon I'd 
lose 'most all of it before I got back." 

"How about the cistern?" his mother sug- 
gested. "I know Mr. McGreggor built a good 
cistern, and I suppose it's here yet." 

"So it is. The top's caved in, and you must 
be careful when you go near it. Wait a minute, 
and I'll get a rope I've hid here, and we'll see 
whether there is any water in it. The roof- 
spout's clean gone." 

Approaching it carefully, he broke away ends 
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of rotting boards until he could see where to 
stand safely, and tjang the old pail on the end 
of •the rope, let it down. It splashed in water, 
which had dripped in, and seemed to cover the 
bottom of a tight, well-cemented cistern to the 
depth of a foot or two, and he drew it up nearly 
full. The hquid was stained, smelled bad, and 
was aUve with wigglers. 

"There's your mosquito nursery," MoHie ex- 
claimed. "No wonder we've been slapping our 
faces and saying things all the afternoon. You 
must put an end to this nuisance first thing!" 

"How?" asked the boy. 

"Clean the cistern out, and then put in a lot 
of kerosene. I was reading all about it yes- 
terday, in a magazine article by Dr. O. H. 
Howard, who is at the head of the work against 
injurious insects carried on by the Department 
of Agriculture at Washington. He says the 
mosquitoes drop their eggs in pools and cisterns 
and rain-barrels, and all sorts of places where 
there's a bit of quiet water. They stick to- 
gether and float about in a little raft for a day 
or two and then hatch, and these wigglers come 
out. They swim around for a few days, feeding 
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on the microscopic living things that swarm in 
dirty water, some of which are plants, and 
some animals, but every few minutes they must 
come to the surface and stick their noses out 
to get a breath of air. 

"Now, he shows that if you cover the surface 
of the water with a thin layer or film of grease, 
which is lighter than the water, you know, and 
spreads and floats on the top, the wigglers can't 
push up through it, and besides they suck it 
into their breathing-tubes ('spiracles,' he called 
them), and so they get choked and suffocated 
and die. He says lots of us raise all the mos- 
quitoes that bother us right in our dooryards; 
and that, instead of blaming Providence, we 
ought to keep our cisterns and rain-barrels and 
other places where water stands either closely 
covered or else screened by wire gauze or net- 
ting of some sort, so as to shut out the mother 
mosquitoes, and force them to go somewhere 
else to lay their eggs. Little ponds ought to 
be coated with oil." 

"Then if I should pour kerosene into the cis- 
tern, it would kill off all these wigglers ; and if I 
made a tight cover, there wouldn't be any more." 
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"So Dr. Howard says; and I guess he knows. 
He said a pint of oil was enough for an 
ordinary cistern." 

"Well, that's easy," said Archie, "and I'll 
do it to-morrow." 

It took him two days, however, to clean out 
that cistern, and board it over securely, but 
he stopped the mosquitoes breeding there; 
and when, later, he arranged new gutters and 
leaders to conduct the water from the roof, 
the cistern held clean, sweet water again. 

This led him to look after the spring, on which 
he spent another afternoon, clearing it out and 
draining the little bog about it caused by its 
neglected overflow. But the well required a 
new pump and bucket altogether, and this 
was not provided until much later. 

All this meant, of course, much hard, hot 
work, but it was always interesting. In the 
first place, it exercised his ingenuity, and was a 
continual tax upon his powers, not only of 
muscle, but of contriving to get results out of 
small means in strength and materials. Often 
he was stumped to know how to accomplish 
what he wanted, and had to think out, and put 
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into service, some roundabout plan for doing 
something that, with a couple of men to help 
or the proper tools or machinery, would have 
been as simple as anything. Lots of difficulties 
arose that he hadn't foreseen at all, and nothing 
but his pride and resolution not to be beaten 
kept him from giving in, and throwing up the 
task. But he had a wholesome fear of the sar- 
castic way in which his hardy old father would 
greet and rebuke any such a retreat; and on 
the other hand he had found his father and 
brother ready to help when he showed that their 
aid was really necessary. 

Beyond and better than this, however, was 
the feeUng that he was working for himself. 
It was his house, his own land, and everything 
he did meant a permanent addition to the value 
of the property. He began to understand how 
the early pioneers, among whom had been his 
ancestors, had felt long before the Revolutionary 
War. He had wondered more than once, as he 
had read or heard tales of the way in which they 
had struggled against the wilderness of forest, 
had fought hostile Indians, wild beasts, and 
rapacious land-grabbers^ and had endured 
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solitude, privation of much that now made life 
enjoyable, and poverty in almost everything 
except food, — he had wondered why they did 
so, and were wilhng to go to war at last rather 
than to give up anything of their poor earnings 
or of freedom to work on as they had begun. 

Now he began to see the joy men find in 
achieving something on their own account, and 
in feeling not only that they may keep for their 
own, and hand down to their children when they 
die, the surplus product of their labor, but in 
the feeling that each man wants to work out 
his problems in his own way, unrestricted by 
any rules or taxes in the making of which he 
has had no voice, and in whose benefits, if 
there are any, he will not share equally with his 
neighbors. Such thoughts as these came often 
into the lad's mind as he hanamered and chopped 
and dug in contented loneliness about the old 
place day after day ; and these and other truths 
shaped themselves slowly in his mind, and 
educated it in the truest way. 

Then it came time to go on his long-antici- 
pated visit to Frank Hathaway, and one morn- 
ing his mother drove him and his modest valise 
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into the village, and saw him start, with a bag 
full of good things to eat, and a head full of 
motherly advice, — a part of which, no doubt, 
could she have foreseen any occasion for it, 
would have been not to do the very thing which 
ultimately made this visit memorable. 



CHAPTER XV 

AN EMBARRASSING EXPERIENCE 

The visit with the Hathaways, pleasant as 
it was, and much as it added to Archie's knowl- 
edge of coal and coal-mining, and of the scenery 
and people and wealth of his state, has Uttle to 
do with our story, and would hardly be worth 
mention except for two or three happenings, 
the first of which annoyed the young traveller 
exceedingly. 

The most of his journey took him over the 
magnificent Une of the Pennsylvania Railroad, 
the best example of railway construction in 
the country, and showed him many remark- 
able things in engineering and management. 
His train stopped for a late mid-day meal at 
Altoona, where there are railway shops on top 
of the mountains, which Archie would have en- 
joyed visiting, and a large and handsome cov- 
ered station. Here he was walking up and 
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down near his car, waiting for the conductor's 
"All aboard!" when a rather gayly dressed 
lady, whose dark complexion, apparent even 
through her veil, and shght accent, suggested 
foreign birth, asked him smilingly whether he 
could oblige and accommodate her by giving 
her a two-dollar bill for silver, explaining that 
she wanted to send away some money in a 
letter. She had an envelope in her hand. 
He found a two-dollar "greenback" in his 
purse, took the dozen or so coins she carefully 
counted out, and had only time to Mft his cap 
in response to her thanks, when the train began 
to move, and he had to swing himself aboard in 
a hurry. 

A few minutes afterward he wanted to buy 
ten cents' worth of fruit from the train-boy, and 
having selected it offered a dime of his silver 
in pajonent. The boy glanced at it, felt of it, 
bit it, and handed it back. 

"No good, young feller!" 

Archie blushed, took it back, and handed out 
another. The boy examined that, and refused 
it angrily. 

"Here, cheese it!" he exclaimed roughly. 
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"You can't shove any of the queer on me! If 
you try it again, I'll have you pinched." 

The passengers near by were all hstening 
with ears pricked up, and poor Archie was red 
with confusion. 

"Why — I didn't know, —is it all bad?" 
he cried, haK holding out the handful of coins 
he had drawn from his pocket. 

"Shouldn't wonder — lots of that stuff going 
round, but you can't soak me!" 

The train-boy seemed to enjoy the sensation 
he was creating, and a chance to bully some- 
body. Just then the conductor approached. 

"Here, Captain," he called out. "Here's a 
fellow passing counterfeit money." 

The conductor stopped and eyed Archie 
sternly. The lad still held out the silver, and 
repeated his question anxiously. 

"Is it all bad? I didn't know it. A lady 
just gave it to me in the station at Al- 
toona." 

The conductor, who had just taken charge 
of the train, relieving the previous conductor,- 
and so had not seen Archie before, turned the 
money over, and closed his hand on it. 
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"Not a good piece in the lot, I guess. 
Where'd you get it?" 

Archie told him again. 

"That's not a likely story. I guess I'll have 
to turn you over to the poUce. This region has 
been flooded with that stuff, and they've been 
on the watch for you fellows for some time." 

Archie was dumfounded, frightened, and 
looked around helplessly. What should he do ? 

Suddenly a deep voice over his shoulder re- 
marked : — 

"I think I wouldn't do that, if I were you. 
Conductor. The boy's story is straight. I saw 
and heard the whole performance as I sat at 
the window. If any one is criminal, it is the 
woman. This boy is innocent." 

"How do I know it isn't a put-up game be- 
tween them?" 

"Because I know this lad has been on the 
train ever since we left Harrisburg, and that 
that woman was Twt, and isn't here now. She 
was probably on the lookout to work her game 
on some inexperienced person, and waited till 
the last minute, so that he would be gone before 
it was discovered. If I were you, I would tele- 
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graph a description of the woman to the Al- 
toona agent, and he may be able to catch her." 

The conductor and a circle of passengers gazed 
at the dignified, gray-haired man who had thus 
come to the rescue. Archie looked at him, too, 
and thought he had never seen so fine and true 
a face ; but no doubt in his gratitude the face 
of any man who spoke up for him would have 
seemed ^ood. 

"Who are you, sir, may I ask?" the conductor 
inquired in a somewhat milder tone. 

"My name is Holcomb. I am general coun- 
sel for the Pennsylvania Railroad in Pitts- 
burg," and as the lawyer spoke he handed 
him a card from his case, and then something 
far more indisputable in the railroad man's 
eyes, — an official annual pass over the line. 

"Oh! Judge Holcomb? I know of you, of 
course. If you vouch for the boy, why, of 
course I'll let the matter drop. I think I'll 
keep this stuff, though," looking at the bad 
coins in his hand. 

"You have no right to do so," said the judge, 
quietly. "It is no more yours than if it was 
good money, or any other sort of property." 
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"But he may try to pass it on." 

"Oh, no!" broke in Archie. 

"That isn't your affair," the judge continued. 
"I would suggest that this young man place the 
coins in my keeping, and give me his name and 
address, for his testimony would be valuable in 
case the woman is caught. By the way, will 
you telegraph, or shall I?" 

The conductor knew that such a request from 
the man before him was a command, and he 
hastened to assure his superior that he would 
do it. Then he passed on to collect his tick- 
ets, giving back the counterfeit coins as he 
did so. 

Archie at once handed the whole lot to Judge 
Holcomb, who said they should be locked in 
his office safe for future reference. The boy 
then told the lawyer his name and where he was 
bound, and answered frankly every question 
about himseK the judge chose to ask. Then, 
as they made their way around the famous 
Horseshoe Curve, it was the official's turn to 
talk, and the wide-awake lad knew he was in 
luck to have such a guide at a place which people 
go, far to see, both for the charm of its scenery, 
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and the skill with which the great trains wind 
over the crest of the AUeghanies. 

After a while the conductor came to report 
that the agent at Altoona had replied to his 
telegram, that the woman described had been 
seen about town for a day or two, but now was 
not to be foimd. 

"Well," said the judge, "I'll set some sharp 
eyes on the lookout along the line, and maybe 
we'll catch her yet. Just now I think I'll tele- 
graph a warning to the Treasury Department. 
It may be the Secret Service men know of her 
and would be glad of the tip. Have you a 
telegraph blank?" 

The conductor handed him a blank, and 
opening his fountain-pen he wrote what seemed 
to Archie a very long despatch (for his 
idea of a telegram was ten words), and then, 
taking from his pocket-book a small sheet 
of what seemed to be postage stamps, he 
tore one off, pasted it on a corner of the 
paper, and handed the telegram to the 
conductor. 

"Be good enough to put that on the wire 
at the next office, will you?" he said to the 
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conductor, who took the despatch and walked 
forward. 

"Why did you put on a postage stamp?" 
Archie asked, as the conductor passed on. 

"That was not a postage stamp, but a tele- 
graph 'frank,' — a sort of stamp which the 
Western Union Telegraph Company is good 
enough to give me, showing operators that 
my message is to go free." 

"Oh," said Archie. "Then when congress- 
men talk about 'franking' mail matter it means 
they send it free?" 

"Exactly — altogether too free, often." 

As they approached the station where Archie 
was to leave the train, the judge gave him his 
card, and said : — 

"Good-by. You'll hear from me if this 
woman is caught and anything comes of it, 
so that your little experience may help to put 
an end to her mischief. And if I can ever be 
of service to you, let me know. Good luck to 
you!" 



CHAPTER XVI 

LIFE AT THE COAL MINES 

Young Hathaway and his mother met Archie 
at the station with a carriage, and they drove 
away up the hills, the road winding five miles 
to make what would hardly measure three 
along a valley road. This was the very centre 
of the Alleghanies, and the mountains looked 
as if they were covered with unbroken forest, 
save where ledges and chffs of dark rock showed 
along their crests or in the walls of the deep 
narrow valleys. But Archie soon saw that 
near by, at any rate, the seeming forest was 
a second or third growth of brush; and they 
told him that all the original timber had long 
ago been cut to supply railroad ties, timbering 
for the coal mines, and wood for charcoal 
making. 

There was so much that was new to see and 
talk about that his friends questioned their 
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visitor very little about his journey, and he 
said never a word about his experience at Al- 
toona. There was nothing in it to be ashamed 
of — even Judge Holcomb had said any one 
might have been deceived in the same way 
who had no reason to be suspicious. In this 
country, the judge said, so little counterfeit 
money is in circulation that no one ever 
thought about it much except the bankers, 
whereas in Europe everybody is on the look- 
out. There (except in Great Britain) coins 
of many countries are handed about — French, 
Belgian, German, Italian, and Austrian silver 
and gold passing current in every city from 
Paris to Naples; and as no one can expect to 
be familiar with all, the chance for deception 
is greatly increased. Nearly all the counter- 
feiters arrested in America are foreigners who 
have learned their criminal art in Europe. 

Nevertheless, Archie was a little sore and 
shy about having been "taken in," and as there 
seemed no call to tell it he kept the matter to 
himself. 

Mr. Hathaway had general charge of a group 
of small mines high up and about the head of 



LIFE AT THE COAL MINES 173 

a deep and narrow gulch, with very precipitous 
sides, which penetrated the mountains at right 
angles to the valleys where the trunk line of 
railroad ran. Most of the coal furnished by 
these mines was made into coke, to be used as 
fuel for the blast furnaces in which iron ore is 
smelted. Coke is merely coal from which the 
sulphur and other parts have been driven by 
roasting, leaving mainly the valuable carbon; 
and long lines of brick ovens for this purpose 
were to be seen down near the station where 
Archie alighted. Their glow at night made 
the place look like an entrance to Dante's 
Inferno, and they shrouded the sordid little 
village in smoke and fumes, and blackened 
its streets with ashes and cinders. It was by 
no means a pleasant place to live in, therefore, 
and Mr. Hathaway and his assistants had con- 
sequently chosen a spot high up the gulch, 
where the woods were clean, and air was pure, 
and had built a group of houses surrounded 
by gardens and pleasant open woods. A 
mountain brook came tumbling down here 
in picturesque cataracts, providing pure water, 
and also power for electric machinery, which 
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generated light for the offices, houses, and 
nearer mines, and also operated a private 
telephone circuit, ventilating fans, and other 
conveniences. 

The principal mines were grouped about the 
head of the gulch from one to two miles above 
these offices, where a scattered village of houses 
suppHed homes for the miners and other work- 
men and their famihes, — mostly a mixed lot 
of foreigners. 

These various lofty coal mines were inacces- 
sible to an ordinary railroad, — the gulch was 
too steep and rugged to allow of the operation 
of one, at least at a profitable cost ; and there- 
fore a rude tramway had long ago been built 
from the head of the gulch to the village, coke 
ovens and railroad, at its foot, by which the coal 
was sent down and supphes were brought up. 
At the present time, when the business had 
grown greatly, extensive works were in progress 
preparatory to rebuilding this line and operat- 
ing it by electricity, — a matter in which Archie 
at once took a hvely interest; but until they 
were completed the old tramway was run just 
as it had been for twenty years past. 
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All this construction and engineering work 
was exactly to the taste of both boys, and they 
hadn't the least difficulty in amusing them- 
selves. They went with the surveyors of the 
new line; they put on oilskins and wandered 
about the mines ; they kept watch of the prog- 
ress of the engine-houses and electric installa- 
tion ; went fishing and riding, and climbing the 
rocks, and had no end of a good time generally. 
Young Hathaway, however, was preparing to 
go to a technical school in Philadelphia in the 
autumn, and had to spend three hours a day 
studying; and this time, when left to himself, 
Archie got into the habit of putting in with 
Hans Larsen, the company's head carpenter, 
who was then finishing the interior of a house. 

This was the opportunity Archie wanted for 
practical instruction in the work he expected 
to do at home when he went back ; and Larsen 
took a great interest in the boy's scheme, and 
advised him well about it. He would suggest 
this or that point, and then take him to some 
place in the building where a similar thing had 
been done, and show him how to overcome 
the difficulties involved. In this way the lad 
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learned a very great deal about the use of tools 
and the choice and economy of materials and 
so forth, which would be most valuable to him. 
There was only one thing about Larsen he 
didn't like, — his slatternly wife and ill- 
behaved children. The carpenter lived at the 
head of the gulch, and so Archie didn't often 
see the pretty but weak woman, who offended 
all his ideas of what housekeeping should be; 
but the two little girls, one just big enough to 
toddle round and the other not old enough 
to take proper care of her, were often brought 
down on the wagon of some good-natured 
teamster to play about where their father was 
at work, and Archie thought them a perfect 
nuisance, and told his chum they were "brats." 
But, after all, this was a small matter compared 
with Larsen's kindness, for which he felt very 
grateful. 

So the days passed rapidly, and too quickly 
the end of the visit approached. It was now 
the last Sunday. Next day a long-planned 
.picnic excursion was to take place, the party 
meaning to go in wagons to a queer cave and 
mineral spring on the other side of the moun- 



LIFE AT THE COAL MINES 177 

tain ; and on Tuesday morning Archie was to 
leave for home. 

He had found and read evenings during his 
visit two books which had stirred his imagina- 
tion greatly, R. L. Stevenson's Kidnapped and 
Stanley Wejnnan's House of the Wolf ; and 
to-day he had been delving into a third, 
The Boy's Froissart, — that excellent edition 
by Sidney Lanier which prunes the dead wood 
out of the quaint old chronicles of the days of 
chivalry, and leaves them a brisk and glowing 
tale of splendid scenes and doughty deeds. 
These stories stirred his fancy and fired his 
heart, as, tired of reading toward the latter 
part of the afternoon, he laid down the book 
and strolled out into the open air. 

Another thing had impressed the boy, too. 
In his home village and country-side there was 
almost no poverty or misery. Some famiUes 
had to "scrabble pretty hard," as they would 
say, but it was rare that actual suffering or 
want came into a house. But among these 
miners he found a good deal of it, and could see 
that it was mainly due to their ignorance and 
the stupidity that had descended to them from 



178 EIGHT SECRETS 

ancestors who for ages had been beaten down 
to the lowest grade of work and existence. 
They could not get out from under this awful 
load at once, and so suffered here because 
they could not quickly learn how to take 
advantage of their good opportunities; and 
sometimes, also, by sheer accident and bad 
luck. As he lounged up and down the road, 
on this sweet Sunday afternoon, therfore, 
this square-shouldered young fellow was not 
wholly happy. 

"It isn't exactly fair," he was saying to him- 
self, "and yet I don't see how to help it. Wish 
I could think of some way." 

Between where he walked and the opposite 
mountain sank the gulch, its farther side a 
wall of crags, dotted with spruces wherever 
snow could not lie on account of the steepness; 
and he knew, though it was out of sight, that 
his own hillside broke off into a similar preci- 
pice at the bottom. 

Looking down the valley toward the right, 
he could trace the course of the tramway for 
about a mile, until it disappeared behind a 
headland of gray ledges, turning a sharp corner 
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on a shelf, the outer edge of which bordered 
upon the very brink of a precipice. 

"Somebody'!! pitch off there one o' these 
days," he said to himself, "if anything ever 
breaks loose on the car." 

To the left the gulch sloped steeply to where, 
four or five miles distant, a hill cut off the view, 
except that over its shoulder Archie could 
count the tips of half a dozen loftier summits, 
upon which heavy clouds were resting, as if 
on huge cushions. The sky was cloudy every- 
where, threatening to spoil the picnic plans 
for Monday. Drifting wreaths of mist whirled 
along the craggy slopes and half hid the head 
of the gulch. 

"Here am I," this sentimental youth was 
repeating to himself, impatiently, "with a 
pocketful of money, good clothes, and lots of 
sweet things to eat, and there is that poor Lud 
Glowsky picking away day and night to keep 
his people in bacon and beans." 

Glowsky was a miner who had been hurt 
down at the railroad when on a spree, and con- 
sequently was losing time and pay in bed, 
while his son Ludovig, who was about Archie's 
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age, had been forced to become the sole support 
of the family. He was, indeed, loaded pretty 
heavily, but would have been a good deal sur- 
prised at the pity he had aroused. 

"Mr. Hathaway says it won't do for me to 
give him money — even if I had much to give ; 
'twould make all sorts of trouble among the 
miners. There's nobody else I know needs 
help, or would take it for that matter, they're 
such an independent set out here. Yet it 
seems to me I'd like to do something in the 
way Ivanhoe and Richard the Lion-heart and 
those old knights used to. But, pshaw ! that's 
all gone long ago, and nobody can do anything 
heroic nowadays, especially if he's well off. 
A ragged boot-black or deck-hand seems to 
turn out a hero once in a while, but people never 
think a fellow who has been to school, and knows 
how to be polite, might be brave too on a pinch. 
At any rate, I'd like to do something that would 
make somebody glad I was around." 

Whether these musings were all a mixture 
of Froissart and vanity, or made of better 
stuff, their sincerity was going to be tested, 
and that right soon! 



CHAPTER XVII 

AN EXPERIMENT IN HEEOISM 

JiJST as Archie was growling under his breath 
regrets that the days of knightly valor were 
departed, and half despising himself for the 
accident of having leisure and comfort, a shout 
of excitement among the men and boys lounging 
in holiday attire about the car-shed down by 
the track aroused his attention, and made 
him run to join them, forgetting his somewhat 
romantic worries in an instant. 

The grade of the tramway was very steep, — 
perhaps three hundred feet to the mile ; and it 
was laid well up on the mountain side, swinging 
in a great curve around the head of the gulch, 
then coming pretty straight down past the office- 
station and on until it turned sharply around 
the rocky headland a mile below, as men- 
tioned a moment ago, beyond which it followed 
the ins and outs of the hillside to its terminus. 

181 
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This steep and winding road had answered 
well enough heretofore, because all heavy loads 
came down, nothing going up except empty cars 
or light loads of provisions and so forth. The cars 
were rude boxes about five feet long and half 
as wide, mounted on small, low wheels. Three 
or four of them would be filled with coal some- 
where up the track, and linked together into a 
short train. Then a man would mount the load, 
and loosen the brakes by moving the lever. 
Their weight would cause the heavy cars to 
start down hill at once, and would keep them 
running, the conductor controlling their speed 
by tightening or loosening the lever of the brake 
as he wished. 

To go faster than ten miles an hour was 
thought unsafe, and when, as occasionally 
happened, a car broke loose and ran away down 
the grade alone, its pieces were usually not 
worth picking up; yet sometimes a runaway 
car would race along until it went into kin- 
dling-wood against the buffers at the end of 
the track. 

The empty cars gathered at the bottom were 
hauled slowly up by tandem teams of mules, 
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meeting and passing the down trains on side 
tracks; and here at the offices were a repair 
shop and car-shed. No one except the regular 
brakemen was permitted to ride on the coal 
cars; but there were half a dozen little open 
passenger-cars, looking much like double-seated 
sleighs on wheels, which went down three or 
four times a day for the convenience of the 
villagers. 

This being a Sunday, no cars were supposed 
to be running ; yet surely there was one coming 
down the track from the head of the gulch. 
It could not be made out very well at first, 
but soon came into plainer view, spinning 
along the great half-circle which the track 
took around the head of the valley. 

"It's a runaway passenger-car!" yelled a 
man in the excited group with whom Archie 
was watching the escapade. 

"Great ginger ! she's a-whoopin' !" exclaimed 
another miner, as the dot was seen to shoot 
athwart the green background of mountain 
slope with ever growing speed. 

"There's somebody aboard — two of 'em!" 
was the next discovery. "Why don't they 
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slow up? They'll jump the track sure, and 
it's no joke of a fall they'd get down the rocks 
along there." 

"Maybe the brake's busted." 

"No," Archie cried out; "it's Larsen's 
babies, and they don't know enough. I sup- 
pose they have been playing on the car, and 
have turned it loose." 

"Larsen's kids !" exclaimed the whole crowd. 
"They're gone 'coons !" 

What was to be done ? If anjrthing, it must 
be done quickly. The little car, rocking and 
jolting under its fearful speed, but holding to 
the track as if by a miracle, was spinning toward 
the group of men at a breathless rate. 

In two minutes more it would be there, 
if before that time it had not leaped the track, 
and hurled overboard and down the rocks the 
two httle girls who had sunk down between 
the seats, and were clinging to each other's 
necks in a frenzy of fright. 

"Get a big rope," yelled one man. "Hold 
it in front of the car, and catch her in the slack." 

Several men started at this suggestion to 
bring a cable. Perhaps the plan might have 
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worked if it had been tried, but Archie felt, 
with a heart that ahnost stopped beating in 
horror, that the time was too short. 

Then a thought sprang into his brain. 

Beside the station was a side-track, on which 
several coal-cars were standing. He waited 
to ask nobody's advice, but sprang to the switch, 
opened it, and with a strength he wondered 
at afterward, pushed one of these empty cars 
forward upon the maia track. Closing the 
switch with one hand, and jogging the car 
with the other, he clambered in and began 
moving down the main track ahead of the 
runaway, which was chasing him like a thunder- 
bolt. 

"I have more than a minute the start," he 
said to himself, as he glanced back. "If only 
I can get well under way, I can catch the 
runaway and slow up safely. If it overtakes 
me too soon, before I get going rapidly, it'll 
bounce me off the track, and then — good- 
by, all of us!" 

He was rolling faster and faster every rod. 
His brakes were wide open, and already he 
was making twenty miles an hour — a perilous 
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speed ; but the babies behind him were making 
forty. Half a minute later they were so near 
that he could see the whites of their terrified 
eyes staring wildly from under their yellow 
curls. The lad never remembered how much 
he dishked them. He was too full of the pos- 
sibility of saving their fives and restoring them 
to their father. In a twinkling now the wild 
car would strike his, and the' dreaded sharp 
turn on top of the precipice was hardly a rifle- 
shot away. 

"1 am not going half fast enough, "he thought, 
with an agonizing picture of home faces flash- 
ing across his eyes, and a fleeting temptation in 
his heart to jump and leave both cars to their 
fate. But he put this feeling away with the 
next thought, and fixed his mind on his work. 

Grasping the upright handle of the brake 
with one hand, he clutched the grimy and creak- 
ing old box with the other, and waited the 
instant that should tell whether he was to catch 
and hold and slow down to safety that run- 
away passenger-car with Larsen's yellow-haired 
babies, or whether they all would go over the 
cfiff together. 
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It seemed an hour, that brief second of ex- 
pectation, while the headland loomed almost 
overhead. Then came a shock, a frightful 
lurch and rumble, a hard grip upon the brake- 
rod, a blinding sort of pause ; and Archie real- 
ized that he was still upright upon the track, 
that his car was grinding its way to a sullen 
stoppage at the curve, and that he and the 
babies were safe on the very brink of the awful 
rocks. 

Perhaps you may not call this feat a very 
great thing to do; but the men of the gulch 
thought it was just that, and nothing less. 
None of them expected to see any one of the 
three come back ahve from that fearful ride. 

It happened, just at that moment when 
Archie leaped into his car, that Mr. Hathaway 
came out of the house and caught a distant 
glimpse of his act. Never dreaming of the 
truth, that Archie had voluntarily placed him- 
self in the path of the runaway, he supposed 
of course that nothing else could happen but 
that the runaway, which just then shot by, 
must surprise and knock him headlong off the 
track. In this mistake and fright, Mr. Hatha- 
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way ran down the rough tramway as fast as 
he could go, followed by the whole crowd. 
Both cars shot quickly out of sight, but the men 
hastened on, fearing every moment to come 
upon a wreck. You can imagine something 
of their joy when they saw Archie safe and 
sound, standing beside the passenger-car, com- 
forting as well as he could the screaming infants 
who clung about his neck. 

Mr. Hathaway folded his big arms tightly 
around all three, while the workmen pressed 
up to shake Archie's hand and slap him on the 
back, pretending not to see the tears on their 
superintendent's weather-beaten cheek. Archie 
noticed these, though, and again seized his hand. 

"Does Mrs. Hathaway know?" he asked 
anxiously. "And will she fret? Bill Smiley, 
please run and tell her I'm all right." 

"No — no need of that," said Mr. Hatha- 
way, "she doesn't know in what peril her 
brave guest has put himself." 

"Brave ? " Archie repeated in wondering tone, 
"why, there wasn't anything else to do. It's 
nothing to brag about." 

That woke up a big miner, who had heard 
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plenty of boasting, but didn't often meet with 
modesty. 

"Well, blow me over the range, if here ain't 
a fellow as don't know he's got more sand than 
this here whole chicken-hearted camp ! Three 
cheers, boys — whoop 'er up ! Now, then — 
One! Two! THREE! — Ti-iger-r-r!" 

How those hurrahs did go up ! Three or 
four Utah coyotes can yelp so loud and so fast 
that you will think half a hundred are in full 
cry. So these dozen men made the rocky 
walls of that valley ring with such cheers as 
you would hardly expect to hear from three 
times their number; and as the final tiger- 
yell echoed up and down the canyon, Archie . 
was hfted on to the front seat of the car beside 
the babies, while the excited men began to 
push him back up the track in the grandest 
style they could arrange on so short a notice. 

Little Bill Smiley, taking a hint, scampered 
off ahead, and when the procession came near 
home Mrs. Hathaway was seen waiting. The 
men broke into a run and cheered again as the 
platform was reached, and the lad leaped off 
to be clasped in her motherly arms. 
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"I'm glad you didn't know, or wasn't 
around," Archie confessed to her; "for then, 
perhaps, I should not have dared." 

"There wa'n't none o' the rest of us had the 
nerve, ma'am," said the big miner; "and I 
tell you them kids would ha' gone over the 
cliff, sure as shootin', if it hadn't been for the 
young gentleman." 

"Oh, you are all making too much of this 
thing," Archie broke in. "But what about 
those kids?" 

Somehow Archie's dislike of them was gone 
entirely. He was anxious about their com- 
fort now, and would have quarrelled indig- 
nantly with any one who said their yellow hair, 
pale blue eyes, and snub noses were not as pretty 
as possible. 

"Well, somebody would better take them 
home, I suppose," answered the superintend- 
ent, and ordered mules hitched up. Then 
all the men went home with them, not only 
out of kindly interest but because they 
remembered that Larsen had usually a cask 
of ale in his cellar, and would open it now if 
ever. And so happiness of one kind or 
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another spread up and down the misty 
gulch. 

As for Archie, he was disposed to get away 
and be quiet. He couldn't remember when 
he had felt so tired, — certainly not since the 
great match between his club and the Allen- 
town nine, when his cool, hard batting in the 
last inning, with the enemy two points ahead 
and three players on bases, had saved the 
day. 

But first he must see Larsen, who, seizing 
a car, had rushed down at breakneck speed to 
pour out a father's thanks; and again the em- 
barrassed Archie wondered at the sudden 
valuation put on those snub-nosed kids. 

When Larsen had gone the lad strayed into 
the library, thinking to resume his book. 
Froissart lay open where he had left it, at a 
story of a knight who had leaped into a cage 
of tigers and restored to a young woman (his 
"ladye-love" the book styled her) a glove she 
had thrown there, and had dared her admirers 
to fetch. The story no longer interested him. 
He closed the book wearily, and found Mrs. 
Hathaway smiling over his shoulder. 
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"Are you tired of stories of chivalry?" she 
asked. 

"I guess so. Those fellows seemed to like 
playing the hero all the time. Once is enough 
for me, thank you. I am not going to be 
brave again, unless I have to !" 



CHAPTER XVIII 

THE HILIrHOUSE GETS A TENANT 

The end of August was approaching, and 
Archie was back at home, and busy at the house, 
the repair of which he had begun. 

The outside first demanded attention, and 
especially the roof. But shingling was too 
hard work, and needed to be done too well, 
to be intrusted to young and inexperienced 
hands. A man had therefore been engaged to 
come and do that part, with Archie as his 
assistant. This would reduce the expense and 
give the boy good lessons in the art of shingling, 
which is more of an art than it looks to be to 
an outsider. "It's workin' makes a workman," 
as Dennis said, who approved of this sort of 
a school for a young fellow. 

So, for some days, he had driven old White- 
face and the light wagon to town for shingles, 
matched flooring, weather boarding, and various 
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other kinds of building materials, including 
a few bricks for the repair of the great chimney, 
and to make small pillars under the outer cor- 
ners of the frame of the porch. 

Two days remained before the roof could be 
begun, and it occurred to Archie that he might 
work on the porch. The supports had rotted 
or been knocked away, and it required all his 
time for a day by using levers as well as he 
could to slowly lift the frame (which was sound) 
to the proper level and block it up temporarily, 
until the mason came and built brick pillars 
under it. 

The next day he proceeded to lay a new 
floor, which was comparatively easy work. 
As he was merrily sawing the boards the right 
length and nailing them down, he thought 
with a smile of how almost everybody had 
the habit, when they closed the house for 
an hour or so, of putting the key under the 
mat outside the door and fondly believing it 
hidden. 

"I'll bet I could find a safer place to hide 
it than that !" he soliloquized; and then, as he 
drove the matched boards tightly together 
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with a sledge, and neatly toed in his nails, 
he asked himself : — 

"Well, where?" 

He rested a moment, pulling off his hat to 
let the breeze blow against his sweaty brow, 
and thought about it. No really secret place 
for hiding a key without too much trouble 
came to him. 

"Why not make one ?" was his next thought, 
and it set his inventive wits into action. 

To economize lumber he occasionally used 
a short length of board in the floor, reaching 
over only three of the four joists which ran 
lengthwise of the porch, parallel with the front 
of the house, and then piece,d it out with an- 
other remnant. The next time this occurred he 
contrived his key-safe, as he called it. 

The short piece, in this case, was to reach 
from the joist nearest the rear of the porch to 
the house wall, where, as in all cases, its end 
was pushed under the lowest weather board, 
where it fitted so snugly that a nail in the 
other end was alone needed to hold it firmly in 
place. 

As you saw this board, after the floor of the 
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porch was finished, it looked no different from 
any other. A big nailhead seemed to show 
that it was fastened at the end Hke all the rest 
of the short pieces in the floor. But it wasn't. 
A tiny creAdce enabled you easily to lift the 
nail with your finger-nail and draw it out. 
Close by was another small hole, perhaps filled 
with dust, which, if you had noticed it at all, 
you would have said was a mere dent made 
by starting to drive a nail in the wrong place. 
But if you knew Archie's secret, you would 
thrust down into this hole the innocent nail 
you had pulled out of the other, and by pushing 
firmly would bend back a latch of bent barrel- 
hoop which locked into the next board ; and hav- 
ing released this, the short board would spring 
up a trifie. Lifting it out, you would find a snug 
box nailed to the joist beneath, in which would 
be your key or any other small object you cared 
to hide there. 

When, later, Dennis heard of it, he said it 
was "as fit as a fritter for a farmer's mouth," 
and Archie felt highly complimented. 

During the following week the roof work 
was finished, and the young man learned a lot 
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of things about shingling he had never suspected 
were to be learned, besides getting no end of 
exercise. Another day's work repaired the 
chimney and broken plastering, getting the 
masons and plasterers out of the way, and 
leaving the house free for the amateur car- 
penter to exercise the learning he had absorbed 
from Larsen, as well as what he knew before. 

One hot day, before he had made much prog- 
ress, Archie was on his way to the hill-house to 
put in an afternoon's labor, but had stopped a 
moment for a breath of coolness and rest at 
the turn-off of the side-road, where his own 
brook came sliding under a small bridge, and 
an aged elm spread its beneficent shade. While, 
with head bared, he was watching a sunfish 
steadily fanning with its pink breast-fins the 
circle of gravel where its eggs were lying, he 
heard the soft rolling of a bicycle, and looked 
up to see a warm traveller turn from the high- 
way and approach the bridge. 

He was a stranger, — a tourist from town, 
to judge by his dress; and the thought 
flashed into the boy's brain, "He is going 
to ask me some question about roads." 
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It seemed natiiral, therefore, that the cycler 
should check his wheel and alight in the elm 
shade, with a pleasant "Good day!" and a 
remark about the heat. As he removed his 
low-crowned soft hat, whose brim had been 
pulled down to shade his eyes, Archie saw that 
he was a gentleman perhaps fifty years of age. 
His short, gray hair, standing thick and erect 
above a swarthy face, lighted up by large, dark 
eyes, and accented by a military mustache and 
imperial, gave him the most striking and hand- 
some countenance the boy had ever seen. It was 
an attractive face, too; and when the gentle- 
man smiled as he wiped the heat-drops from 
his forehead, the lad was captivated by the 
frank good-nature of the man, and was ready 
to answer any question the best he knew how. 

"I am looking for a house," the gentleman 
said, "of which I heard in CarroUton. They 
said it was out here somewhere, and that any- 
body would show it to me ; but I have seen no 
one for a mile back." 

'"Most everybody is in the fields harvesting 
now," Archie explained. 

"I suppose so. Perhaps you can tell me. 
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It is an old empty house on a small farm which 
they told me was off the main road, and on 
a rocky hillside. That wooded slope over 
there is the first place I have seen that looks 
like what was described to me. Do you know 
of any such place up there? They called it 
the McGreggor house." 

"I should say I did ! Why, it is my farm, and 
I am going up there now !" exclaimed Archie, 
in natural surprise. "Where did you hear 
about it?" 

"A merchant, Mr. Buxton, told me he thought 
the house was for rent. I want a quiet httle 
place somewhere in the country, and came out 
to look at it. Can you show this house to me ? 
My name is Gazzo — Dr. Gazzo. I am a chemist, 
and was formerly a professor in the University 
of Padua in Italy, where I took my degree. 
Did you ever hear of that university? It is 
very ancient — almost five hundred years older 
than the oldest schools in this country, such 
as Yale or Harvard universities, and was 
once very famous." 

"Wasn't it there," asked Archie, "that the 
first botanical garden in Europe was planted?" 
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"Yes, certainly," with a look of pleased 
astonishment that the boy should know such 
a fact. "And there was founded the first 
medical school, and many other advances in 
education, for in the thirteenth century Italy 
was leading the world in waking out of its 
long sleep during the 'dark ages.' But nowa- 
days the old university has fallen behind, and 
it is poor, and the pay they can give their men 
is so small that no one who has enterprise will 
stay there, so I came to America, where there is 
more chance. What is your name, young man ? " 

"Archie Duncan." 

"Well, Mr. Archie Duncan, can we not go 
up and look at your farm? You are yoimg 
to be the owner of an estate." 

As they walked along Archie gave Dr. Gazzo 
a little account of how the property fell to him, 
and what he was trying to do with it, and the 
visitor seemed to think that it was an excellent 
■plan. He complimented Archie on what he 
had already accomphshed in clearing up the 
grounds, and thumped the lad's shoulders 
and laughed heartily when he saw the secret 
key-locker in the porch floor. 
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"Oh, that is capital ! capital ! It is — what 
is it you boys say? — bully? — yes, that is 
it ; it is bully ! " 

Archie was convinced now that this man 
knew a thing or two; and as he ushered him 
into the house, and showed him about it, the 
boy told him just how he meant to fix it up. 

"I think I can do it all myself, except the 
papering of the rooms downstairs, and the put- 
ting of glass into the windows. I shall have 
to bring a man out from CarroUton to do that." 

"But, if you do it all yourself, it wiU take a 
long time." 

"Not very — a month or six weeks maybe. 
The longest part of it is the finishing upstairs, 
where I'm going to put in partitions, making 
a hall and two rooms. Those I am going to 
ceil with hard pine — not plaster." 

"But, meanwhile, it seems to me the house 
would be habitable, if one were not particular." 

"Why, yes, I suppose so," Archie admitted, 
"if your wife didn't care how it looked until 
there was time to finish the job." 

"But, I have no wife!" cried the doctor, 
gayly, "so that difficulty flies away — pouf !" 
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and he blew out his breath and burst into a 
gay httle song, whose words Archie did not 
understand, but whose tune set his heels 
a-rocking. 

"Then what do you want of a house?" 
the boy exclaimed in natural surprise. 

"Let us go out and sit under that fine apple 
tree and I will tell you. It is pleasanter there." 

A pile of fresh, sweet-smelling boards formed 
a comfortable seat under the shade of a great 
apple tree in whose thick foUage insects were 
humming, an indigo-bird was piping joyously, 
though midsummer had silenced most bird 
voices, and a refreshing breeze kept the leaves 
astir and musical. They could look off over 
the bushes along the lane which sloped up the 
hillside and past the gate, to a wide stretch 
of lowland fields along the Wellakihanna, 
whose waters were here and there visible 
Hke patches of turquoise in a golden setting 
of stubble and dried grass. The whine of a 
far-away harvester rose and fell upon the breeze 
as if it were the humming of some gigantic 
bee; and all together it was a charming place 
to loaf and talk on an August afternoon. 
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Dr. Gazzo took a little sketch-book from his 
pocket, lazily sharpened a pencil, and began 
in an idle sort of way to sketch the valley land- 
scape, in the midst of which stood a very tall 
tree, all alone. 

"How is it that that tree has been left to 
stand there so long?" Dr. Gazzo asked. 

"My father says it has been a corner mark 
for more than a hundred years, and so, of course, 
it has always been saved." 

The visitor went on attentively sketching, 
and Archie watched him with vast interest. 
He had never seen an artist work, and he meant 
to try it himself, it looked so easy. Suddenly 
Dr. Gazzo broke the silence : — 

"Would you rent me this place?" 

"I guess so." 

"Well, I'll tell you what I want. As I said, 
I am a chemist, and I am interested in it not 
only because it is a fine science — a fascinating 
one — but because I want to make my living 
out of it. So I must invent some new substance 
that people want, or else find out a way of 
making some common thing cheaper or better 
than before by means of new processes in 
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chemistry. Now I've been experimenting on 
a new kind of explosive powder. I believe 
I've got on the track of a combination of sub- 
stances which wiU make an explosive much 
more powerful, and more easily handled in 
mining, for instance, than even nitro-glycerine 
in any of its forms, such as dynamite. I've 
thought the thing out, and experimented some 
in my laboratory in New York ; but I've got 
to carry these experiments a great deal farther, 
and I can't do that in a city. There isn't 
room enough, and it is too dangerous — at any 
rate the authorities think it is, and forbid it. 
So I want to find some out-of-the-way comer 
where I can do my experimenting, and if by 
accident I get blown up — well, no one else 
will fly away along with me." 

"It would be hard on the house, though," 
said Archie. 

"Oh, we'd look out for that by insuring the 
house. But there's going to be no explosion. 
I haven't any fear of it myself, but I am pern 
fectly willing every one else should think so, 
because I don't want curiosity seekers; and I 
don't want anybody fooUng with my stuff 
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when I happen to leave it alone for an hour or 
two. In that case there would be a blow-up, 
sure enough! I'd rather you wouldn't say 
anythmg about my plans beforehand, but after 
I get settled, if we make an arrangement, then 
the more you talk about dangerous explosives 
the better, because every one must keep away 
from the house." 

"How did you happen to come here?" 
Archie inquired. 

"Well, I was mentioning my wishes at a 
friend's house one evening, and a gentleman 
who was present spoke of there being many very 
quiet nooks, and cheap ones, he said too, in this 
part of Pennsylvania and mentioned CarroUton. 
I had some business at the iron-works in 
Allentown yesterday, and so I thought I'd 
run over here and look about. I fell into con- 
versation with Mr. Buxton on the train, found 
that he Uved in CarroUton, and asked him 
about the matter. He told me of your place 
— and that's how it happened." 

"But how are you going to Uve here if you 
haven't any family?" 

"Oh, I'm a pretty good housekeeper, and I 
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shall have with me most of the time, probably, 
an assistant who is a capital cook, and so I 
should get along well enough. That part 
doesn't worry me. What'U you rent the house 
for?" 

"I don't know — haven't set a price. What 
do you think it is worth?" 

"Hum-m! Well, I'll tell you what I'll do. 
I'll give you ten dollars a month through the 
fall and winter anyhow, and then if I still want 
it next summer, we'll make a new bargain." 

"I'm willing, if my father will agree. You 
know, after all, he has the say, because I'm 
not of age yet." 

"Of course. Let us go and see him." 

The upshot was that Dr. Gazzo hired the 
house for ten dollars a month, and paid for 
three months (thirty dollars) in advance. It 
was understood that no one should be told of 
the arrangement until the doctor took posses- 
sion, and meanwhile the work of fitting up the 
house should go on as rapidly as possible. Dr. 
Gazzo returned to CarroUton that night, but 
on the second day he reappeared in a wagon, 
bringing a very heavy box which was placed 
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in the closet under the stairs. This closet 
was then locked and the doctor took the key. 

"It won't blowup!" he laughed, "but I 
don't care to have the box monkeyed with." 

Then the chemist spent an hour or so talking 
to the boy, and seeing what he was doing. 
Just at that time Archie was putting into 
shape a half-ruined cupboard which extended 
across the corner of the main room from the 
kitchen door to the nearest window, and 
reached from floor to ceiling, with three drawers 
below and several shelves above. 

"I've been thinking," said Archie, "that it 
would be fun to work a secret drawer or two 
into this cupboard. You see these drawers 
don't fill the whole corner space, but are cut 
oS square at the back, and the space behind 
them is boarded up. If a man wanted to take 
the time and trouble, he could easily make Uttle 
drawers, or doors opening into cupboards, in 
that back space, and nobody would ever sus- 
pect them. There are lots of places 'round the 
house where such concealed cubbyholes could 
be built — enough to hide all the silverware any 
fellow living here would ever have; and no 
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thief could find one in a week. But of course 
it would take a lot of time and trouble, and be 
useless, I guess. Don't suppose anybody that'd 
ever live here would have anything valuable 
enough to steal, or that any burglar would 
ever take the trouble to come up here in the 
woods." 

But Dr. Gazzo was greatly interested. He 
took the drawers out, and examined the par- 
tition behind them, and questioned Archie as 
to just how he would contrive, say two, secret 
receptacles in the triangular space behind the 
drawers. Then the two looked about, and 
Archie showed various other places where 
concealed hiding-places might be made in 
floors and walls and partitions, — one or two 
big enough to hold a bushel of wheat if it could 
be put through a comparatively small entrance. 

"Now, I tell you, Archie, that's a clever 
notion, and it interests me immensely. You 
see it would be great for me to stow away 
any dangerous chemicals or compositions in 
such places if I wanted to leave the house for 
a few days, as I often shall. I can't give up 
my whole time to these experiments. I must 
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go away, now and then ; and I foresee that the 
country people will have a great deal of curi- 
osity. If a stranger comes in and Uves all 
alone in a little house like this — " 

"They say it's haunted ! " 

"Do they? Good! That'll help to scare 
'em off. But they'll be full of curiosity; and 
if they hear I'm gone for a while, some of these 
young farm boys will be bold enough to look 
in, and then to try to get in, just to see what 
the place looks Uke; and if they've got nerve 
enough, of course they can force a window or 
door without any trouble. If that did happen, 
nothing is more Mkely than that they would go 
to fooling with my laboratory; and the next 
thing would be — pouf — bang !" 

"Holy smoke!" ejaculated the boy. 

"Some kind of smoke would be all that was 
left. Now if I had safe hiding-places for my 
dangerous chemicals, I could go off for a day or 
a week without worrjdng — see ? " 

"Of course. Well, I can make them, as 
far as that goes. " 

"But can you do it so secretly that no one 
will ever know or suspect it?" 
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"I guess so — yes, I am sure of it. Nobody 
comes up here ; and if any one should come, 
I could stop and hide what I was doing." 

"But you would forget and tell of it." 

"Not if I knew I mustn't." 

"Well, I tell you what I'U do. I will pay you 
five dollars apiece for every such a secret hid- 
ing-place you will make, up to, say, eight or ten, 
that would be enough, — on your pledge that 
nobody, not even your mother, shall know of 
it as long as I use the house. Is it a bargain?" 

"Yes." 

' ' All right. You may want to buy some springs 
or latches or things, and I'll give you ten dol- 
lars in advance, and the rest when you see how 
many you contrive. Now I must travel. I'm 
going to walk into CarroUton, and catch the six 
o'clock train, and I won't be back again prob- 
ably for about three weeks. By that time you 
ought to have the place pretty well fitted. If 
it isn't quite done, we'll finish it together later." 

So Archie went on with his work, and felt 
a keen interest in it, for it put his ingenuity to 
the test, and he had to invent ways and tricks 
no carpenter, he believed, had ever thought of. 



CHAPTER XIX 

FIRST DAYS AT DR. PEATHERSTONE's 

The aid which the promised rental afforded 
to Mr. Duncan's cash resources, added to the 
strong desire Archie felt to go to school, and 
the value which his parents knew would come 
from it, decided them to send their boy to the 
preparatory school which has already been 
mentioned. It was situated about a hundred 
miles westward, on a large estate near a village, 
but not in it ; had about seventy-five students, 
all boys from twelve to eighteen years of age, 
and seemed to be precisely the place for their 
son; and Archie looked forward with eager 
anticipations to a year of new studies and fresh 
experiences. The term began near the end of 
September, and meanwhile he worked as busily 
as he could at finishing the interior of the 
house, and especially at carrying out his in- 
structions as to making safe and secret hiding- 
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places for the dangerous chemicals. But, of 
these, of course, he said nothing to any one, 
mindful of his pledge. 

It was no more than two weeks, instead of 
three, before Dr. Gazzo returned, bringing with 
him only enough furniture to sufl&ce for very 
simple housekeeping, and several large boxes, 
said to contain chemical apparatus and mate- 
rials. Some of them he unpacked ; and others 
he left nailed up. 

There came with Dr. Gazzo a stout young 
Italian, whom the doctor called Louis, as Archie 
understood the pronunciation ; but whose name 
he learned later was spelled in Italian Luigi. 
"Luigi Raffeto" was written on an envelope, 
which Archie saw one day among some waste 
papers, and the boy concluded this was the 
man's full name. 

This man was a general helper — seemed to 
be an assistant rather than a mere servant. 
When the wagon brought the goods, he and the 
doctor carried them in from the roadside where 
they had ordered them unloaded, not permitting 
the teamsters to approach the house. The 
honest countrymen resented this, for they 
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had a pardonable curiosity to see the place, 
which everybody knew was being refitted. 
They were too pohte to insist upon the privi- 
lege, but the newcomers lost reputation for 
neighborliness right there. Dr. Gtazzo was 
not in the least disturbed by this, however; 
in fact, from some things he said, Archie con- 
cluded he was glad of it, not wanting visitors, 
which the boy thought natural enough, con- 
sidering what he proposed to do. 

Luigi was intelhgent and handy, and an 
excellent cook, as Archie soon found, for they 
frequently invited him to eat with them. They 
introduced him to macaroni, and gave him 
other "messes" he had never tasted before, — 
and some he never wanted to taste again ! 

One thing rather surprised him, namely, 
that Dr. Gazzo wished to keep hidden from 
Luigi, quite as much as from all others, the 
hiding-places that were being made; and two 
or three times the man was sent to town to get 
him out of the way while Archie put the finish- 
ing touches on one or another of his secret 
lockers. 

On the whole, Archie didn't like this assistant, 
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who seemed surly, to say the least ; and he was 
not surprised to learn, two months later, that 
Luigi had left the place. The doctor explained 
that he had become too careless and insubordi- 
nate, and so had been discharged at the end of 
September, after which the chemist did his 
own housekeeping, and carried on his ex- 
periments without any aid. He did not go into 
the village more than once a week, and then 
hired old Whiteface and the buggy from Mr. 
Duncan, and brought out provisions enough to 
last him several days. Otherwise Dr. Gazzo 
was rarely seen, and the neighborhood soon 
ceased to be curious about him. 

Meanwhile Archie had gone to his school 
and settled down into the routine of its student 
life, which he enjoyed immensely, and where 
he speedily made himself popular, especially in 
the gymnasium and on the athletic field. 

At Thanksgiving the school took a recess, 
and those boys who lived within a hundred 
miles or so went home for a week, while the 
others had a vacation, which the master of the 
school made as pleasant for them as he could. 

Archie was among those who went home; 



FIRST DAYS AT DR. FEATHERSTONE'S 215 

and to his delight the weather turned sharply 
cold — far colder than was usual so early. On 
the chance that it might do so, he had written 
to Malcolm to shut down the gate long before 
fitted at the tile-outlet of his dam (he had also 
carefully unshipped and put safely away his 
water-wheel), so that the pond might fill up. 
The very night he arrived a snapping cold 
wave arrived too, and the next morning the 
ice was thick enough to bear his weight. 

When, therefore, the young man ran down to 
Mrs. French's, after breakfast, to call on Mollie, 
he told her to get her skates and come up to 
the pond as soon as she hked ; and both passed 
the word on to as many acquaintances, boy or 
girl, as could be reached. The result was the 
merriest sort of a skating party in the after- 
noon, and the whole crowd voted their host, the 
pond-maker, a regular brick. When Mr. Dun- 
can came out to look at the fun, and invited 
them all to come and skate on the pond when- 
ever they had a chance, whether Archie was 
there or not, he was dragged out on the ice, and, 
joining hands, all circled round him singing 
again the good old chorus : — 
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For he is a jolly good fellow 
For he is a jolly good fellow 
For he is a jolly good fellow 
Which nobody can deny ! 

It was a novel sensation for the old farmer, 
but he liked it first-rate. 

Then Dennis came down, and they tried to 
have some fun with him, but he was too 
wary. 

"I don't know no more about the fun of 
shkatin' you're all talkin' about, than a duck 
knows about the fun of goin' barefoot. Mebbe 
I'd be after enjoyin' it, and mebbe I wouldn't. 
Most times I've been on the ice, I was as on- 
steady as an egg on a stick. So, axin' your 
pardon kindly, I'm thinkin' I'll stay ashore." 

So, with his skating, and his good Thanks- 
giving dinner, where Mrs. French and MoUie 
were gay guests; a jolly message from Mr, 
Bronson with a word of greeting for every- 
body; an interesting visit upon Dr. Gazzo, 
who showed him some curious effects from 
mingling chemical substances that changed 
color beautifully, or crystalUzed, or did some 
marvellous "stunt" the instant they met; and 
with a pleasant sense of satisfaction and sue- 
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cess, and of friendly interest from every one, 
the boy had a capital vacation. 

One Monday morning, after Archie had been 
back at school a few days, he was, to his won- 
derment, summoned to the office by the prin- 
cipal, the Rev. Dr. Featherstone (known to 
the boys as "Dr. Lightweight") ; whereupon his 
gleeful mates informed him that he was "a 
smooth one," but the "old man" had found 
him out at last and they were glad they were 
not in his bootees. 

But the principal had worse to say to him 
than the wigging the boys had promised him, 
for it was a message that Archie's mother was 
very ill. 

"Your father says they are not quite sure 
what the disease is yet. So far no serious 
danger has developed, and he says that he 
does not think there is reason to be much 
alarmed, but that he wants you to be prepared 
to come home quickly if he sends for you." 

"Oh!" said Archie, in a low, choking tone, 
and his face whitened. 

"Now, my boy, don't let this upset you. I 
feel certain from the way your father writes 
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that Mrs. Duncan is not — not yet, at least — 
dangerously ill; and I do not think you need 
worry about it until you get worse news 
than this. Just make any necessary prepa- 
rations and then wait as calmly as you can. 
I will give you money for your journey, for 
of course you have none to speak of." 

The doctor spoke without particular purpose, 
and, indeed, half to himself, having in mind 
only the rule of the school, that the pupils 
must have no money except what he gave them 
from time to time for some special reason. It 
was a fair rule. The boys really had httle 
or no use for cash, and the uniform lack of it 
tended to an equaUty between rich and poor in 
term time, which everybody liked. Archie was 
well aware of this and a swift blush spread over 
his white face as he thought of the store he had 
hidden deep in his trunk — a store of which not 
even his father knew, for how could he explain 
how he had earned it from Dr. Gazzo without 
disclosing the secret of the eight hidden lockers 
for which he had been paid, but which he had 
pledged himself not to reveal. To be sure, he 
didn't mean to use this fund, so that in reality 
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he was not violating the rules; but the con- 
sciousness reddened his face all the same. 

Dr. Featherstone noticed the color, but said 
nothing about it, and dismissed his pupil with 
a few words of approval of the boy's recent 
progress in his studies, which, as intended, 
helped to bring him back to himself and con- 
nect him again with his daily work. A mo- 
ment ago all that had seemed miles away. 



CHAPTER XX 

A WEEK OF MYSTERIES 

Next morning Archie had a line from his 
father, who wrote : — 

"Your mother is no worse. She seems to 
have a low form of typhoid fever, and we 
think you had better stay where you are unless 
she gets much worse. MoUie or I will give 
you news every day." 

Thus reassured, Archie felt more easy and 
went on with his work and play, somewhat sub- 
dued, but not fretting. On Wednesday came 
a post-card from MoUie, saying that the phy- 
sician regarded the symptoms as favorable, 
and hoped that Mrs. Duncan was not going to 
suffer a severe attack; that, however, she was 
strained and nervous and weak; and most of 
all needed quiet and freedom from disturbance 
or trouble of any kind. "Write your father 
or me every day if you can, so that we may 
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always be able to tell her you are well and 
prospering," were Mollie's closing words. 

Feeling greatly relieved, Archie spent a part 
of the evening writing to his father as cheerful 
and chatty a letter as he could ; and then, soon 
after ten o'clock, he and his room-mate went 
to bed and to sleep, like the rest of the healthy 
young fellows under that big school roof. 

Presently — who can tell, when awakened 
in the dark, what is the hour or how long one 
has been asleep? — both boys in Archie's 
room were slowly aroused by a steady, muffled 
knocking on their door, and gradually got it 
into their drowsy heads that Peter, the night 
watchman, was calhng them. 

"Hello!" said both, bounding out of their 
beds and knocking each other back again as 
they came together in the darkness. 

"It's Duncan, I'm wanting," said the man, 
as Archie got there first and opened the door, 
letting the Ught of the lantern shine in. 

"He iss to get dressed right avay quick, 
und go town to t'e principal." 

"Is it a telegram?" cried Archie, groping 
for his trousers. 
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"Ich kenne nicht — I don' know. I didn't 
see no telegram poy. Dere are two shentle- 
mens, vich come alreaty in a puggy. I know 
noddings more. Come quick," and the honest 
German trotted off. 

Dressing hastily, the frightened lad hur- 
ried along the silent halls and down the dim, 
echoing stairways, where the hands of the tall 
clock on the landing were pointing almost 
exactly to twelve o'clock. "The evil hour," 
he thought, as he whirled around the newel 
post, and dashed across the hall into the light 
of the open office door. 

The principal had perhaps been reading late, 
for he was dressed as usual, and standing by 
his table. With him were two strangers in 
overcoats and gloves. 

"Is it a telegram?" asked the boy as he 
darted in. 

"No, Duncan. I trust your mother is in no 
danger. I wish you were not," he added after 
a pause. Then he came and rested his hand 
on the lad's shoulder. 

"Duncan, it grieves me to have to tell 
you, and I am sure some dreadful mistake has 
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been made, but I seem to be powerless to 
prevent it. These men are officers of the United 
States Secret Service, and they have a warrant 
for your arrest." 

" ikf 2/ arrest ! Arrestee/" exclaimed Archie, 
the shock striking with double force because 
he had been expecting something so different. 
"What for?" 

"They charge you with passing counterfeit 
money, and aiding and abetting counterfeiting. 
Of course such a thing can't be true ; but their 
authority is indisputable." 

"Here is the warrant," said one of the men, 
advancing with an open paper. Archie's head 
was swimming. He could not have read it if 
he had tried, but he saw in a blurred sort of 
way a big red seal. "You'll have to come with 
us," the officer added, not unkindly. 

"Why, — I—" 

Then his tongue stopped and his eyes opened 
in a frightened stare, for suddenly he remem- 
bered the incident on the railroad train three 
months before. 

"We shall have to search his room and 
trunk," said the officer. 
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"What! Impossible! Do you think I can 
suljmit to a boy in my school being treated in 
that way. This isn't Russia!" 

It was Principal Featherstone who was re- 
sisting — not Archie. He had sunk into a 
chair, not even noticing how keenly the officers 
were regarding him. 

"Sorry, Doctor, but we are under orders to 
leave no stone unturned. You have heard 
some of the evidence against this boy, and we 
have more. It is very likely his trunk con- 
tains still more. You may come with me, if 
you like, while my partner stays here with the 
boy." 

The principal saw there was no way out of 
it, and slowly led the way up to Archie's room, 
where they found the door ajar and his chum 
sitting on the edge of the bed, awaiting his 
friend's return. 

"McEhoy," said the principal, as he pushed 
open the door, "a, very sad and extraordinary 
thing has happened. This man is an officer who 
has come to arrest Duncan on a charge of — 
well, of helping to circulate counterfeit money. 
No one else in the building knows anything of 
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the matter yet, and no one else must. I put 
you on your honor not to say a word. We 
will say that he was summoned by a messenger 
to go home — where he really will go, I have 
no doubt, to-morrow, -^ and let it stop there. 
Can I trust you?" 

"Certainly, sir. But I don't believe it of 
Archie — do you ? " 

"Not at all; there's been some horrid mis- 
take. Which are his trunk and bureau?" 

The door was noiselessly closed, the electric 
Ught was turned on, and the vigilant officer 
examined one by one every garment, peered into 
all the drawers and pigeonholes, turning over 
all the boy's little treasures, looking into books, 
scanniag his letters and papers, imtil the 
spectators wanted to throw the man out of the 
window. 

"Is his trunk locked?" 

"No!" snapped McElroy, and threw back 
the cover with a bang. 

Carefully everything in it was lifted out and 
scrutinized, every pocket probed. Down in 
the farthest corner lay a little ornamented box, 
a Christmas present from Mollie two or three 
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years ago; aud it had — oh, the pity of it! 

— a four-leaved clover pasted on its top. 
Lifting its cover, the officer took out some 

odds and ends of trinkets, and then a flat 
package of folded greenbacks. They were 
counted and amounted to thirty eight dollars 

— mostly small bills. 

"Thirty-eight dollars!" gasped McElroy, in 
unfeigned astonishment. 

"Good deal of money for a farm boy," re- 
marked the officer, grimly; "and this feels 
hke more." 

As he spoke he Hfted from the box a cylin- 
drical package and unwrapped it, revealing 
ten new silver dollars. He held one up to the 
hght, looked at it closely, and then handed it 
to the principal. 

"Dr. Featherstone, those are counterfeit 
dollars of the very sort we are on the track of." 

When the doctor and the detective returned 
to the office, they took with them Archie's 
overcoat, hat, and gloves. 

"You will go to the hotel in Barton to-night 
with these officers, and to-morrow you will be 



A WEEK OF MYSTERIES 227 

arraigned in a justice's court, and probably 
committed for trial," said Dr. Featherstone 
gravely. 

"But I haven't done anything to be tried for," 
exclaimed Archie, arousing himself. "I sup- 
pose you found some bad money in my trunk. 
That isn't mine." 

' ' Whose is it ? Where did you get it ? " 

iir n 

"Let me warn you, young man," the officer 
interrupted, "that anything you say may be 
used against you." 

"Better say nothing now, Duncan. I'll see 
you in the morning in Barton, and let us hope 
the trouble may be cleared up then and there." 

"But, Dr. Featherstone, must my Mother 
know about this — this arrest? You know 
how sick she is and what the doctor said about 
worrying her. I'm afraid it would kill her if 
she knew, she'd be so anxious." 

"We won't let her know it if we can help it. 
No one need be told anything at present." 

The officers had their own reasons for secrecy, 
and nothing was said at the stable where they 
left their hired carriage, or at the village tavern, 
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where they had to rout out a sleepy landlord, 
as to their business or errand, Archie was 
given a bed in the same room with the officer 
who had acted as spokesman, and who had 
signed the register, "H. G. Marshall and 
friend," while the other officer disappeared. 
In the morning they breakfasted Uke ordinary 
folks, and the haunting fear of chains and 
manacles and a jeering populace, nonsensical 
perhaps, but uncomfortable, began to wear off 
as the boy sat unnoticed by the stove in the 
tavern's dingy waiting-room until it was time 
to go to the justice of the peace. Just before 
nine o'clock Dr. Featherstone came in, and 
Archie was cheered by the sight of his face, 
although his manner was by no means warm. 

The justice was a little old lawyer, who 
granted the private hearing requested and 
listened to what the federal officer had to say, 
with his head thrown back and his eyes shut 
as if he were fast asleep. The charge was made 
that for some months past this boy had been 
in possession of, and trying to use, counterfeit 
money ; and that he was supposed to be — 

"Never mind supposin'," the justice inter- 
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rupted, his eyes opening as if by springs. 
"Got any facts for evidence?" 

"Yes, but I do not want to disclose them at 
present. The government regards this as a 
very important arrest, your Honor. We have 
been trying for a long time to get at the gang 
this boy represents." 

"I object to the word 'represents,'" said the 
principal. 

"Oh, well — say gives a clew to, if you hke 
the phrase better. I don't mind. All I want 
is to get a commitment to the United States 
District Court which is now in session at Read- 
ing; and I want the matter kept as secret as 
possible, so as not to alarm his confed — well, 
others we are seeking to catch." 

"What have you to say. Doctor?" asked the 
justice, turning to the principal. 

"I am aware of some of the evidence to 
which Mr. Marshall has alluded, and although 
I hope an explanation may be forthcoming 
which wiU clear my young friend, whom I have 
always found a good and truthful boy, I fear 
a court investigation is necessary. We will 
waive an examination, therefore, and stand 
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committed ; but, if your Honor pleases, the bail 
should be merely nominal. I think I can 
promise to produce the prisoner for trial." 

"I hope, on the contrary," the officer 
pleaded, "that you will hold the boy in heavy 
bail. We expect through him to make much 
more important arrests, and I don't want 
to lose him." 

The justice fixed his eyes on Archie, who 
looked squarely back. 

"I think it will answer all purposes to parole 
the prisoner in the custody of Dr. Featherstone 
to be produced at the District Court in Reading 
to-morrow at 2 p.m. Apart from the fact 
that the doctor's word is as good as his bond," 
he went on, addressing the scowUng officer, 
"the credit of his school is a bigger stake than 
if he signed a bail-bond for a thousand dollars 
or so." 

So Archie was again free, and as he rode 
home with the principal he told him all about 
his adventure in August on the railroad train; 
but when the doctor asked him as to the ten 
counterfeit silver dollars found in his trunk he 
was long silent, and then could only say : — 
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"I can't tell you, Dr. Featherstone, for fear 
I'll get somebody else into trouble." 

"But, my boy, don't you see how bad that 
makes the matter look for you ? The detective 
says you are in league with the band that 
makes this bad money, and unless you can ex- 
plain how you came into possession of these 
examples of it, who can beheve you when you 
say you are innocent ? " 

"I wasn't trying to pass them off." 

"No, but there was that sum of money — 
that thirty-eight dollars. That's a good deal for 
a boy of your age to have, especially in my 
school, where, as you know, it is against the 
rules for a pupil to have money. The officer 
believes that you got it in exchange for the 
counterfeit." 

"I didn't!" 

"Where did you get it?" 

"I'd willingly tell you. Dr. Featherstone, but 
I can't do it without breaking a promise." 

"A promise ! — to the same person who you 
say gave you the silver dollars?" 

"No. Somebody else." 

"Is this person in the school?" 
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"Oh, no, sir — nothing to do with the school." 

"Well, this is a strange and sad lot of 
mysteries you have got yourself entangled in ; 
and I fear it wiU go hard with you unless you 
can break loose. Now we must see about 
getting counsel for you — a lawyer, I mean, to 
look after your interests." 

There was a great buzz of suppressed ex- 
citement in the school when Archie came back 
with the doctor; but no one could be found 
who knew anything of the why and wherefore 
of the strange proceedings. The boys had no 
inkling of the midnight departure and couldn't 
get a word out of either Archie or his chum, so 
they had to be content with guessing ; and this 
guessing grew ten times wilder and more ex- 
citing when next day Archie and the principal 
disappeared again. Rmnor invented and set 
up all sorts of theories, only to take them down 
again when, in the afternoon, the two went 
out and came back a second time. 

What had happened was, that the matter 
had been presented to the court in Reading as 
secretly as it had been to the justice of the 
peace in Barton, and the case had been ad- 
journed for a week. 



CHAPTER XXI 

A RALLYING OF OLD PEIEND8 

While boys and staff alike felt themselves 
in a fog of mystification over the curious, un- 
explained incidents which had so suddenly 
disturbed the orderly course of school Ufe, 
Archie himself was not to escape from myste- 
ries of his own. 

Dr. Featherstone and he had returned from 
Reading about five o'clock on Wednesday, and 
as they entered the door a card was handed to 
the principal, and Archie heard the servant 
say that the "gentleman had been waiting 
half an hour." 

Twenty minutes later a messenger summoned 
Archie from his room to the office, and again 
he went down with sinking heart. What new 
trial was in store for him? Summoning cour- 
age, he knocked, was told to enter, and opened 
the door. 
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There stood Mr. Bronson ! 

The boy's first thought was of glad welcome. 
His second thought suffused heart and face 
with shame. But Mr. Bronson was already 
coming forward with outstretched hands and 
a hearty : — 

"Hello! How are you?" 

A few words of greeting and questions fol- 
lowed, and then the visitor drew a chair up 
beside his own in front of the open grate fire. 

"Sit down!" he commanded cheerily. 
"Say, I hear you have got into a scrape. I 
want you to tell me all about it, and maybe 
Holcomb and the doctor and I, all together, 
can pull you out." 

"But how did you hear? Did Judge Hol- 
comb tell you — and how did you know he was 
expected here this evening?" 

The boy's amazement was as genuine as it 
was natural, but he got little satisfaction 
from the smiling reply, — 

"Oh, I try to keep track of what is going on 
in the world. But let me hear the whole 
story." 

So Mr. Bronson questioned and listened until 
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everything had been told except one thing — 
where the thirty-eight dollars came from. 

"I don't see how I can tell even you that, 
more than to say, as I did to Dr. Featherstone, 
that it was given me not long ago by a gentle- 
man to pay me for something I did for him; 
and what that was or where it was I promised 
faithfully not to tell until he gave me leave." 

"It may make a big difference to you in 
court." 

"I can't help it," Archie muttered doggedly, 
and there that matter ended. 

But Mr. Bronson learned one thing that the 
other questioners had not, namely, that the 
ten new dollars came from Mollie (whom he 
remembered very distinctly) and that she 
would not tell how they had come into her 
possession. 

"But will she tell in court?" 

"I don't know, but I guess so," Archie re- 
pUed. "I think it was only a bit of fooling 
to keep me guessing. Girls are queer, you 
know." 

"If she won't," Mr. Bronson pointed out, 
"that only throws the mystery one step further 
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back, and lands her in the same hole as you're 
in, if the prosecution hears of it, because they 
would naturally ask whether she wasn't one 
of the 'gang,' and had given you the roll to 
get rid of. However, that matter may not 
come up ; and if it does, your lawyer may stave 
it off by insisting that they can't prove that it 
was not all as innocent as you believe. They 
merely assume, now, as I understand it, that 
you sold or exchanged counterfeit silver to 
get that thirty-eight dollars." 

"Well, I didn't. That thirty-eight dollars 
has no more to do with this counterfeiting busi- 
ness than you have." 

"Hum-m-m!" said Mr. Bronson, and just 
then the door opened, and in came the prin- 
cipal with Judge Holcomb and Mr. Stone, the 
Reading lawyer who had appeared that after- 
noon in the boy's behaK. The judge and Mr. 
Bronson were evidently acquainted with each 
other. Mr. Stone was introduced to Mr. 
Bronson, and then the judge said a few words 
to Archie, and assured him that he did right to 
ask Dr. Featherstone to send for him. 

"You told me to," said the boy, simply, "if 
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I ever got into trouble ; and I seem to be in it 
with both feet now." 

"Oh, well, keep a stiff upper lip. You're 
not hung yet, you know." 

And with this suggestive joke the boy was 
sent off, a hearty laugh echoing behind him, 
partly over his woebegone grin. 

The gentlemen stayed to tea, and if anybody 
knew why they were there, no one betrayed it. 
Very likely many thought it was connected 
with the mysterious movements of the past 
few days ; but at any rate nothing was said to 
Archie, and of course he made no sign, except 
when he went to his room after a while, and 
could talk things over with McElroy. The boy 
couldn't say much even to him, for he didn't 
care to speak of Mollie ; and there was a good 
deal of mystification even in that youth's mind, 
and more real reason for it than in the case of 
the others, who had no basis whatever for their 
wonderings. But McElroy was loyal and held his 
peace outside, while privately he seemed troubled 
by no doubts either of Archie's innocence or 
ability ultimately to clear himself. So it was a 
great comfort to our hero to talk with him. 



238 EIGHT SECRETS 

Next day Archie dropped into his routine 
of study and exercise and play just as usual, 
with only one interruption. As he was march- 
ing into tea, one of the teachers handed him 
a note. It was in pencil on a scrap of folded 
paper, and said simply: — 

Telephone message from the Barton tele- 
graph office repeats a telegram from your father, 
dated 4.30 p.m., as follows : "A gentleman has 
just called and explained your situation. Your 
mother is better, and neither of us are worried 
about you." 

He was reUeved, but he was also annoyed 
and astonished. 

"By the pipers who played before Moses!" 
he exclaimed, as soon as he could get alone and 
show the paper to his chum. "What in the 
world, Mac, do you think of that? Is the 
whole world and part of New Jersey on to this 
thing ? Am I and my crimes about to become 
'an international incident,' as the papers say? 
Here was I and Prexy swearing everybody to 
secrecy, and suddenly haK a dozen people from 
the ends of the earth come together to talk it 
over, and my old Dad, from whom I was espe- 
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cially anxious to keep it dark, on Mother's 
account, telegraphs me his blessing! It's too 
deep for me!" 

"I'll tell you what 7 think, if you want to 
know it," his chum announced. "The govern- 
ment is after a good deal bigger game than you." 

"Well, I wish it would catch it, then, and 
let me alone." 

"It seems to me that if I were you I'd be 
glad to find out where those ten bad dollars 
originally came from." 

This made Archie wince. It wasn't meant 
to, but it did. In the first place, it reminded 
him of the danger MolUe ran of getting drawn 
into the current which seemed to be bearing 
him wildly toward he knew not what; and, 
secondly, it showed him that there were other 
and deeper considerations in the affair than 
his own momentary comfort. Archie thought 
pretty well of himself, — Mollie had told him 
outright that he had been growing over-con- 
ceited of late, — and yet he was not so far gone 
that it did not strike him as remarkable that 
so many men of much power and httle leisure 
should gather in haste from distant points to 
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help a farmer schoolboy out of a scrape. To 
be sure, he was not guilty of the wrong-doing 
charged, but naany an innocent man has gone 
to jail or the gallows when friendly interest in 
time would have saved him. He was not 
vain enough to beheve that the powerful aid 
offered him was wholly due to personal love 
and admiration. Then why? The question 
swung back at him as persistently as did the 
punching-bag in the "gym," and the harder 
his thoughts hit it the worse the query rapped 
him. 

"But if they want to make a decoy of me," 
he complained, "why don't they just find out 
all I know, and take me into their confidence, 
instead of putting me through a course of 
sprouts!" 

"My dear boy," drawled McEhoy, deeply 
bored, "I've been duck-hunting myself, and 
never heard of anybody who considered the 
comfort of the decoys so long as they got the 
ducks, or, what's more, gave them any of 
the game after it was got ! And my paternal 
advice to you is, that if you're playing decoy, 
you'd better thank your stars if you escape 



A RALLYING OF OLD FRIENDS 241 
with your life when the shot begins to 

fly." 

The shot began to fly the next Wednesday 
morning, when Dr. Featherstone took Archie 
on an early morning train to Readiag, and 
delivered him over as a prisoner again, to the 
custody of the court. He was not put into 
any "pen," however, nor locked up, but sat 
inside the railed-ofE enclosure in front of the 
judge's bench with Dr. Featherstone's attorney, 
Mr. Stone, and various other friendly persons. 
Behind him were many spectators, but Archie 
did not look at them, and kept as quiet and far 
out of view as possible, — especially from a 
young man with a kodak, whom he suspected 
to be a newspaper reporter. 

He had Uttle chance to observe his surround- 
ings, however, for Mr. Stone began at once to 
tell him what would be expected of him when 
he was put in the witness chair, and to go 
over with him the answers he should be able 
to make to probable questions ; and then about 
half-past ten the case was called. 



CHAPTER XXII 

ABCHIE IS PLACED ON THE DEFENSIVE 

After the preliminaries had been finished, 
and the jury chosen and seated, a gray-headed 
old lawyer, who was one of a small group of 
men representing the prosecution, and sitting 
at another table, arose to address the court. 

"Your Honor, and Gentlemen of the Jury," 
he began, "this case is unusual in that the 
Treasury Department of the United States 
Government, which we have the honor to 
represent, feels no animosity toward the young 
prisoner at the bar, who is accused by oflScers of 
the Secret Service of possessing and attempt- 
ing to utter counterfeits of our silver coinage. 
I personally, and my clients, will be much 
pleased if he is able to satisfy the court that 
he is innocent of intentional wrong-doing, and 
has been forced by an unfortunate combination 
of circumstances into the suspected position 
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he now occupies. His blameless life otherwise 
would lead us to assume that this has been the 
case; and instead of being brought into this 
court as a prisoner, he would be here, if it were 
necessary he should come at all, simply as a 
witness and assistant to the government, had he 
not persistently refused to explain certain acts 
and to account for certain conditions. These con- 
cealments on his part seem to us to indicate a de- 
sire to shield other perhaps more guilty persons. 
It is well known that this state has been infested 
for some months with persons disposing of base 
coin, who have eluded detection with great skill ; 
and it is believed that by this young man's 
arrest an important clew may be gained to the 
operations of these criminals, which every man, 
woman, and child is interested in having stopped, 
as well as in having the criminals themselves pun- 
ished. We shall show that for some time past 
this young man has had counterfeit coin in his 
possession, and has offered it for passage; and 
also that he has had a sum of good money, 
considerable for a schoolboy, which he has kept 
concealed, and cannot, or will not, account 
for. It is our theory — " 
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"I object," Mr. Stone interrupted. "Theo- 
ries are not in order," 

"Oh, well, let that pass. There is one theory 
the statement of which will not offend my 
learned friend on the other side, namely, that the 
accused is moved to refrain from giving informa- 
tion more by an exaggerated sense of honor than 
because he desires to shield persons whom he 
knows to be guilty of violating that most benefi- 
cent of general laws, which seeks to maintain 
the purity of our currency. Every one must 
be certain that when he takes a piece of silver 
or a note issued by the United States Treasury 
or by a national bank, it shall be genuine and 
worth precisely what it stands for. No form 
of robbery could be meaner than the uttering 
of false coin, and no honest man, young or old, 
could possibly engage in counterfeiting or aiding 
or conceaUng it, without violating the very 
highest obligations of honor, — honesty with 
himself and society. We repeat, the Govern- 
ment hopes this young citizen, apparently so 
loyal and upright, has not been so false to him- 
self and to his country as the evidence against 
him seems to show." 
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The lawyer ceased, and turning, fixed his 
eyes on Archie with an expression of pitying 
kindness, which made the poor fellow cower in 
spite of himself, for he had been almost crushed 
by the solemn severity of the lecture, which 
made him feel as though he were the blackest 
and basest of criminals. 

"Brace up, man!" growled Mr. Stone in a 
low voice. "He's only tr3dng to rattle you." 

"Call your first witness," commanded the 
judge. 

"Thomas Kelly," the clerk of the court 
shouted. "Come forward and be sworn." 

Who was he? Archie roused up instantly, 
to see and hear the young man who seated 
himself on the witness stand. 

"What is your occupation?" 

"Train-boy on the Pennsylvania Railroad." 

Ah! Now Archie remembered. This was 
the lad of whom he had tried to buy fruit be- 
yond Altoona, and who was now relating the 
incident. Then Mr. Stone began a cross-ex- 
amination. It is the privilege, in all civilized 
courts of law, of the lawyer on the opposite 
side, after the testimony of a witness has been 
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completed, to ask him any further questions 
considered proper by the magistrate; and this 
cross-examination is a privilege of the highest 
importance, for if skilfully conducted, it often 
brings out facts which the witness, or his side, 
wants to keep concealed, or else puts statements 
previously made in an entirely different light; 
and thus it becomes the best, if not the only, 
means of bringing out the whole truth about 
the matter in controversy. Mr. Stone's first 
question was : — 

"Did Duncan pay you in good money after 
you had refused to take any of the silver he 
offered?" 

"No." 

"Didn't you ask him to do so?" 

"No." 

"Why not?" 

"Well, the conductor and others came 'round, 
and the kid seemed confused, — dazed-like, — 
and a gentleman sitting in the next seat give 
me a quarter and told me to keep the change, 
and so I didn't say nothin' more about it." 

Just then Archie noticed the judge on the 
bench and all the lawyers on both sides bowing 
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and smiling, and looked up to see Judge Hol- 
comb seating himself near him, and extending 
his hand. 

Next the conductor of the train told his story, 
and when he left the stand the prosecution 
courteously asked Judge Holcomb to take the 
witness chair, and he told how he had noticed 
Archie as a passenger all the way from Harris- 
burg; how he had seen the woman give him 
silver for a two-dollar bill ; and the incidents 
that occurred, as we know, a few moments 
later in the car. 

"Would you know this woman if you saw 
her again?" asked Mr. Stone in cross-examina- 
tion. 

"Perhaps so, — but I could not see her face 
well, because, as I looked down from the car 
window, her hat and veil mostly hid it." 

"What was your impression as to probable 
collusion between her and the boy?" 

"I suspected none." 

"Did you say to him, later, that you thought 
she might have imposed upon you in the same 
way?" 

"I did." 
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"What did you do, if anything, after what 
happened in the car?" 

"I instructed the conductor to telegraph to 
the station-agent at Altoona, to secure the 
woman's arrest, but he reported that she could 
not be found. I also telegraphed 'to the assist- 
ant chief of the United States Secret Service 
and to the chief of the Pennsylvania Railroad's 
police force." 

"What was the result?" 

"The woman was found three days later." 

"Was she arrested?" 

"No; I was informed that it did not suit 
the purposes of the Government to do so at 
that time." 

"That is all, thank you." 

"John Thompson to the stand," called the 
clerk, and a trimly dressed, solemn-looking 
gentleman came forward and was sworn. 

"What is your business, Mr. Thompson?" 

"Paying-teller in the First National Bank 
of CarroUton." 

"Tell us what happened, if anything, per- 
taining to this case, about theendof last month." 

"On Monday, November 30, about noon, a 
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boy came to my window in the bank, and taking 
from a roll of paper in his hand, which seemed 
to be a package of them, two silver dollars, he 
handed them to me and asked me to tell him 
whether they were good money or counterfeit. 
I saw at once they were counterfeit, — we had 
been getting a good deal of bad silver about 
that time, and I had learned to recognize it." 
"Yes; well, what did you do?" 
"I made a pretence of careful examination, 
and marked the coins with a graver we keep 
for that purpose. Then I questioned him, 
and he told me his name and said he was a 
member of Dr. Featherstone's school." 
"Did you ask him where he got the money?" 
"Yes, but he declined to tell me." 
"Did you give him back the coins?" 
"Yes, and he took them away." 
"Do you see this boy in this room?" 
"Yes. He is sitting there," and he pointed 
straight at Archie. 

' ' You are in no doubt as to the identification ? " 
"None whatever." 

"Could you also identify the coins you 
marked?" 
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"Assuredly." 

' ' Are these the ones ? " and the lawyer handed 
to him two silver dollars from a brown roll 
which Archie, with his heart in his mouth, rec- 
ognized as that Mollie had given him. The 
bank clerk looked sharply at them, and pointed 
out two parallel scratches across the chin of 
the Liberty face on the coin as his marks. 

Then came questions in cross-examination 
byMr. Stone : — 

"Mr. Thompson, what was the boy's de- 
meanor in the incident you have described — 
furtive and fearful, or otherwise?" 

"I must say that he seemed perfectly open 
and frank, except that he refused to say where 
he got the money." 

"Did you feel it necessary to do anything 
toward protecting the public against the cir- 
culation of this money?" 

"I told the cashier, and he at once telegraphed 
to the Treasury Department." 

"Ah," said Archie to himself, "that's the 
way they found me at the school." 

But Mr. Stone was not done yet. 

"Do you think you did all that was required 
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by that telegram? Why did you not detain 
the boy and turn him over to the pohce?" , 

"Costs too much time and trouble to follow 
up such matters." 

"Then the pubhc is not to be considered 
whenever it is inconvenient for you? Is that 
the policy of your bank — it is a national 
bank, is it not? — or your personal opinion?" 

"Er — weU— " 

"Oh, I see! Well, we won't insist on an 
embarrassing answer. You may go." 

The bank teller reddened, grabbed his hat, 
and left the court-room in a rage; and it was 
not long before he also left the employ of the 
bank, — just twenty-four hours, in fact. What- 
ever the institution practised, it couldn't afford 
to preach such sentiments. 

The morning's work was completed by the 
testimony of the officers who arrested Archie 
at the school. They added nothing to the 
facts already known, except that they had been 
ordered to make the arrest by their chief in 
Washington, after they had watched the boy's 
movements for nearly a week, in the hope of 
finding him dealing with accomplices ; and also 
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that the original wrapping of the roll of dollars 
found in the trunk (which was identified in 
court), was marked with a date (November 24), 
in what seemed to be a woman's handwriting, 
"though nowadays," the witness remarked, 
"boys and girls are taught to write so much 
alike you can't tell which is which, like you 
used to." 

Mr. Stone said he had no wish to cross- 
examine, and the court adjourned until after 
luncheon, when, as the prosecution announced, 
the defendant would be put upon the stand. 
This scared Archie's appetite clean away, but 
his friends jollied him into eating a substantial 
meal by taking him to a club of which Mr. 
Stone was a member, and offering him such 
dainties, and serving them in such a way, as the 
country boy had never seen before. 



CHAPTER XXIII 

THE GOVERNMENT SHOWS ITS HAND 

Upon the reassembling of the court in the 
afternoon, "Archibald Duncan, take the stand," 
echoed through the room, and Archie nerved 
himself for an ordeal. 

His testimony need not be repeated in detail, 
for it was only his own story of the occurrences 
already noted, the only novelty being his asser- 
tion that he never saw before, nor had he 
seen since, the woman who gave him the money 
at Altoona ; nor had he any suspicion that the 
silver was bad. As to the ten silver dollars in 
his trunk, he asserted that they had been given 
to him by a friend for the purpose of learn- 
ing whether they were or were not genuine, 
and that he did not feel at hberty to say who 
this friend was. No varying of questions 
brought out this information, and the prosecu- 
tion sought to create the impression in the 
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minds of the jury that this silence was evidence 
of crooked deaHngs which the witness dare not 
tell. This impression the lawyer tried to 
strengthen by attacking the other mystery. 

"Now, about that thirty-eight dollars in bills 
found in your trunk — was it yours?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Is it not a rule of your school that no student 
shall have any money, except what is placed in 
the principal's hands and given out through 
him?" 

"I think that is a rule for our parents, not 
for us. None of the boys has any money ex- 
cept what his parents give him. Our fathers 
send money to Dr. Featherstone, and he makes 
us an allowance or gives us a httle some- 
times when we ask him for it." 

"Did your parents give that sum to you?" 

"No, sir." 

"Did they know you had it?" 

"No, sir; but I didn't mean to spend it." 

"How long have you had it?" 

"Not very long." 

"Did you have it a year ago?" 

"No, sir." 
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"Nine months ago?" 

"No, sir." 

" Six months ago ? " 

Archie gripped the arms of his chair, and 
began to feel extremely uncomfortable. He 
saw that soon he would be in a tight place, 
and was scared. He glanced at his friends, 
but they didn't seem interested. Then his 
eyes swept the rows of spectators in the back 
part of the room, and opened wide, for there 
was Mollie, smiUng at him from a back seat! 
So she also knew — yet she smiled ! Wonders 
multiphed. But his mind was recalled to his 
ordeal by the voice of the grave old lawyer. 

"Well, young man, we are waiting for your 
answer. Did you have that money six months 
ago?" 

"N-no, sir." 

"A little louder, please. Has it been in 
your possession four months?" 

"No, sir." 

"Three months?" 

There was a pause. Archie sat with cast- 
down eyes, a picture of misery. 

"Yes, sir." 
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'Oh! Now we are getting somewhere. 
Then you got it between three and four months 
ago. Now when did you leave home to go to 
school, — what day of what month?" 

"September 15th." 

"Did your school open on that day?" 

"No, sir; not until the 18th." 

"Why did you start so long in advance?" 

"I wanted to visit my friend, Jack Earle, a 
couple of days on the way." 

"Where does he Uve?" 

"Five miles east of CarroUton." 

"Did your parents know of that arrange- 
ment?" 

"Oh, yes, sir." 

"How much money did your father give you 
when you started?" 

"I don't remember exactly. I think it was 
about seven dollars." 

"When did you go on to the school?" 

"On the evening of the 17th." 

"And in the meantime you visited at the 
house of your friend?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Did you get the money there?" 
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"N — that is, I would rather not say." 

"Once more, will you tell us where you did 
get this carefully hidden wealth?" 

"I can't, sir." 

"Why not?" 

"Because I promised not to reveal what it 
is the pay for. It might get some one else into 
trouble." 

"Don't you see that by this refusal, and the 
other one, you place yourself in a very guilty 
light before the court and the jury?" 

"I'm afraid so, but I can't help it." 

"That is all," said the lawyer, and added, 
with a significant smile at the jury as he turned 
to sit down : — 

"The prosecution considers anything more to 
be needless. We rest oxxr case." 

"Will you cross-examine, Mr. Stone?" the 
magistrate inquired. 

"Very briefly now, your Honor, for I may 
wish to call this witness again." 

Then, tm-ning toward Archie, who was trem- 
bling, and, had he been a few years younger, 
would have burst into tears, he said cheerily: — 

"Duncan, ia concealing the facts you refuse 
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to disclose, do you suppose you are shielding 
any person or hiding any facts which the Gov- 
ernment ought to know in its effort to detect 
and punish counterfeiting?" 

"No, sir — not that I know of." 

"That is all at present." 

Archie took his seat, but Mr. Stone remained 
upon his feet, and after a moment's pause 
"opened for the defence" in a brief speech. 

"We propose to prove, your Honor," he said, 
"that this lad, Archibald Duncan, is entirely 
innocent of the charge against him. We shall 
explain the secrets he is keeping, and show that 
in stoutly refusing to testify as to certain per- 
sons and occurrences, in the face of detriment 
to himself, he is really and undesignedly estab- 
hshing a character for loyalty and honor 
which is evidently incompatible with the sup- 
position that he is one of a gang of criminals. 
Had our only object been to free this boy's 
name from shame (and incidentally to acquit 
Dr. Featherstone's excellent school from the 
imputation of harboring an evil spirit), it 
would not have required this elaborate pro- 
cedure, or the assembling of these busy 
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officials and eminent lawyers; but we are at- 
tempting to do more than that. It is public 
knowledge, your Honor, that for some months 
a company of exceedingly skilful counter- 
feiters, both of coin and of notes, have been 
operating in this part of the country. Some 
of these have been captured, others have been 
driven away, and for the present, at least, their 
mischief seems to be at an end. Two or three 
of the most important of these criminals, how- 
ever, have not yet been apprehended, and un- 
til they are and their tools and machinery have 
been found, complete success will not crown 
the efforts of the police. In saying these things 
I am betraying no secrets, for these circum- 
stances are public knowledge. There has long 
been a standing offer from the United States 
Treasury Department of a reward of five hun- 
dred dollars for the capture of a man who has 
passed under various names, and who is the 
engraver of counterfeit one-dollar, five-dollar, 
and twenty-dollar notes, extremely difficult to 
detect; and the Government offers five hun- 
dred dollars more for the plates from which 
these false notes are engraved. The woman 
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who is supposed to be the principal agent in 
putting this false money into circulation — 
and she has shown astonishing ingenuity — 
has been at large until recently, but is now 
under arrest; and the Government beheves 
that in the circumstances surrounding this case 
it can bring out and put on record certain facts 
as legal evidence which will fasten the crime 
upon her and be useful in the near future in 
bringing her accomplices to justice. That is 
why so much is being made of the apparently 
small matter of a schoolboy having in innocent 
possession a few of the coins which hundreds 
of our fellow-citizens have been handling, more 
or less knowingly, during the past six months. 
I will call as my first witness Miss Mary French." 
MoUie, in a neat dark blue suit and jaunty 
hat, made a very pretty picture as she seated 
herself in the witness chair and went through 
the formaUties. These finished, there was an 
instant's pause, while Mr. Stone searched his 
table drawer for something he wanted, and 
the girl, whose cheeks were flushed, but whose 
hands did not tremble, glanced out at the audi- 
ence before her. Archie was watching her 
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closely, and saw her eyes suddenly open widely 
and fix themselves upon some object in the 
back part of the room. Instinctively he turned 
his head to see what had attracted her surprised 
attention, and his own eyes fell upon the sin- 
ister countenance of Luigi Raffeto, the servant 
or assistant who came with Dr. Gazzo when he 
first moved into Archie's house, and who had 
been sent away because (it was said) he was 
too careless with the delicate and dangerous 
chemicals. Archie thought it odd that this 
man should be here, and whispered the infor- 
mation to Mr. Bronson, more because he was 
too excited to keep quiet than because he at- 
tached any importance to the fact. But Mr. 
Bronson seemed much interested. 

"TeU me, without pointing, where he sits." 
"At the end of the back bench, nearest the 
door." 

Mr. Bronson glanced over to the other law- 
yers' table, gave a shght beckoning nod to a 
broad-shouldered man in gray, who had been 
in and out all day, and seemed to Archie to be 
one of the counsel on that side, or perhaps a 
clerk, and brought him to the chair beside him. 
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"Do you know anything, Lutz, about that 
dark-skinned fellow on the back seat near the 
door?" 

"Yes, sir. Brown has his eye on him. He 
says the man seemed to be trying to speak to 
Maria a bit ago." 

"Ah! Well, you are reUeved here. You 
and Brown follow him and keep me informed." 

As he spoke Mr. Bronson drew from his vest- 
pocket a Uttle leather case, took out what seemed 
a visiting card, wrote about three words on it 
with a pencil, and handed it to Mr. Lutz. That 
gentleman nodded and went back to his table. 
A moment later he drew a cigar from his pocket, 
placed it between his lips unhghted, took up 
his hat and walked quietly away, as if to go 
outside and smoke. At the door, apparently 
attracted by what MoUie was saying, he 
paused and leaned against the door-post, 
listening in a half-interested sort of way. 

Meanwhile Mr. Bronson had drawn from his 
pocket a telegraph blank, had written a mes- 
sage upon it, which, Archie saw by an accidental 
glance, was directed to New York, and then 
had sent it off by a blue-coated messenger-boy. 
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Archie noticed these doings with some sur- 
prise, but a great deal was going on he did not 
understand; and besides he was so eager to 
hsten to MoUie that he paid very Uttle atten- 
tion to anything else. A few moments later, 
however, he looked back and saw that both 
Luigi and the young lawyer had gone. 
Bronson noticed the lad's movement, and 
whispered : — 

"Has the fellow disappeared?" 

"Yes, sk." 

"And the officer, too?" 

"Yes. But was Mr. Lutz an officer?" 

' ' Yes, — Secret Service . But don't talk now. 
I want to hear Mollie." 

But Archie wondered while he listened : 
Why should the officer follow Luigi? — and 
where would they go ? — and how could Mr. 
Bronson start these men on such an errand? 
— and — 

But he forgot it in what Mollie was saying. 



CHAPTER XXIV 

HAWKS ON THE WING 

As soon as the girl began to testify, Luigi 
took his hat and tiptoed out of the court- 
room, taking a sharp look at Officer Lutz as he 
passed, as though he suspected every one that 
had anything to do with the case. He met 
Officer Brown at the foot of the stairs, but not 
having seen him within the court-room he paid 
no attention to him, and hurried out into the 
street. 

After him went Lutz, who, as he passed 
Brown, sUpped the card (a sign of authorized 
service) into the latter's hand without stop- 
ping, said, "With me," in a low tone, and 
hastened on. 

Brown stepped at once to a hansom cab 
standing empty near at hand, whose driver 
instantly sat up and touched his hat. 

"See the Dago that came out of here just 
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now?" Brown asked in a hurried whisper of 
the stooping cabby, as if giving him directions 
where to drive. 

"Yep. Had my eye on him." 

"Shadow him." 

Then Brown leaped into the cab and they 
rattled off. Other cab drivers looked curiously 
at the rig as it passed. They knew the horse, 
but the man was a stranger. Perhaps they 
would have turned and followed, had they 
known this stranger was a United States 
Treasury detective, turned driver for a day 
or two, as his way of helping to find any in- 
terested "crooks" who might be attracted to 
the trial — for one object of this elaborate 
and widely advertised trial was the hope of 
attracting certain persons whose acquaintance 
was much desired by the Secret Service 
oflBcials. 

Luigi went straight on for three blocks, then 
suddenly looked back and caught a ghmpse 
of Lutz who had followed him down the street. 
He immediately dodged into a cigar shop, where- 
upon the cabman slowed to a waUi, and Lutz 
became interested in the window of a neigh- 
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boring book shop. The cab driver saw that 
Luigi was examining a time-table of the Read- 
ing Railroad, so he lifted the door in the top 
of the cab and said to his fare : — 

"Sam, he's making for the Reading Rail- 
road. If we lose him, we'll find him there." 

Luigi came out, saw Lutz, and started down 
a side street. Lutz followed, and presently 
the cab drew near, and Brown, catching his 
colleague's eye, began to talk to him with his 
fingers, deaf-mute style, under cover of the 
dashboard. Lutz made a sign that he under- 
stood as they walked along, and presently 
let Luigi get some distance ahead; and when 
the Itahan suddenly turned to the right around 
a corner, then stepped into a shadowy doorway 
and waited, he saw Lutz come to the corner, 
look about as if baffled, then walk hastily away 
in the opposite direction. The Itahan there- 
upon waited a few moments, amusing himself 
meanwhile watching a cab driver fussing with 
something that had gone wrong with his har- 
ness, then retraced his steps briskly in the di- 
rection of the railroad station. The first man 
he saw there, almost, was Lutz — whose name 
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he did not know, but whom he had seen in 
the court-room, and whom he suspected of 
trying to dog his footsteps. Lutz was lounging 
at the door of the telegraph office reading a 
newspaper; and Luigi was comforted by the 
behef that this man, whoever he might be, had 
not seen him enter the station, in fact did not 
seem interested in the slightest in seeing any- 
body or anything. So the ItaUan shrank into a 
corner and watched. It would be twenty min- 
utes before the train started, and he wanted to 
buy a ticket, and still more to send a telegram, 
but feared to do either, and concluded to pay 
his way on the train. About ten minutes 
later a cab drove up — it looked like the very 
one that had been in trouble as to the harness. 
The cabman took a dress-suit case from the 
roof, carried it to the man Luigi was watching, 
got paid after a moment's talk, touched his 
hat, and drove away. 

The train was called, but neither of the two 
men stirred. When the last "All aboard!" 
was shouted, Lutz, never once looking 'round, 
picked up the suit-case and stepped aboard, 
but he saw poor Luigi make a run and leap 
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upon the steps of the smoking-car after the 
train had begun moving. 

After a while Luigi saw the gray-suited man 
(Lutz), whom he fancied his enemy, come into 
the car, buy a cigar from the train boy, choose 
a seat some distance in front of him, and settle 
down to read a book. When Pottstown was 
reached, Lutz left the train, and then Luigi 
straightened up and "breathed easy" once 
more. Before he had got to Philadelphia he 
was convinced it was all a fancy that he was 
being followed — that he had been scared by 
the accidental movements of a person who, 
like himself, had half an hour to while away 
before his train would depart; and he laughed 
at himself for a nervous fool. 

Perhaps if he had seen the cause of his un- 
easiness go straight in Pottstown to a telephone 
and call up the Philadelphia office of a great 
Detective Agency, he would have had an attack 
of nerves again; but he did not know this; 
nor that the quiet gentleman in the next seat 
but one behind him was H. W. Brown of the 
United States Secret Service ; nor that Lutz 
had dropped in Brown's lap, as he passed out, 
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a note saying that as Luigi seemed suspicious 
of h\m he would leave the train there, and 
so throw the Italian off his guard. 

When Philadelphia was reached, therefore, 
Luigi trotted xinconcemedly through the hurry- 
ing crowd in the great Terminal Station and 
out upon Market Street, He had no longer 
any anxiety for himself, but he had for another, 
and precious hours had been lost because he 
had not dared to go to a telegraph office in 
Reading. It was now his first duty to do so, 
and yet he went about it curiously, for although 
he stepped into the large office of the telegraph 
companies in the railway station, it was only 
to snatch up a blank form and dart out with it 
as quickly as possible. Then he walked on 
down the street four squares, turned off to 
an obscure httle hotel a square away, sat down 
at a corner table where no one could easily 
look over his shoulder (as some one tried to 
do), and wrote a brief message. Then he asked 
the barkeeper to ring the messenger call. When 
the boy appeared he gave him the paper, handed 
him two new silver quarters, telling him to 
keep the change, but to hurry the telegram 
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on to the wire. This done, he strode briskly 
up Market to the Broad Street Station and 
bought a ticket for New York. 

By a curious coincidence Officer Brown had 
occasion to go to New York on the same train ! 

We will not follow them, for it interests us 
more at present to go back a little and recount 
(as it was afterward learned) what happened 
between the roundabout despatching of that 
telegram and Luigi's arrival in New York, 
because we shall thus "pick up a trail," as 
hunters say, which leads homeward again. 

As a matter of fact, all that Luigi had done 
had been closely observed by the Pinkerton 
detective, who, in response to Mr. Lutz's tele- 
phone message from Pottstown, had met Brown 
at the station, and had joined him in watching 
the ItaHan's movements. Together they had 
seen his queer tactics about the telegram, and 
had concluded that it was important for them 
to find out to whom the message was sent, — 
and if possible what it contained, — but at any 
rate to whom it was sent. 

Neither of them knew anything about the 
man they were following beyond the fact that 
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he seemed to be interested in a woman whom 
they spoke of as "Maria," recently placed in 
arrest by the railroad police at Brown's request, 
charged with passing counterfeit money. 

Their idea in following him so persistently 
was the hope that if he really were an acquaint- 
ance of the woman, he might unwittingly lead 
them to a further knowledge of her, and perhaps 
of the widespread and extremely foxy crimi- 
nals which these agents of the government were 
making efforts to discover. Luigi's unusual 
actions added to their suspicions, and convinced 
the detectives that the telegram was sent to 
some sort of an accomplice, warning him of 
danger. Brown had risked calling attention 
to himself in trying to see what Luigi wrote; 
and when the Itahan left the hotel, he instructed 
the Pinkerton man to do his best to get the 
information and report it instantly to his chief, 
while Brown himself followed the sender. 

The Pinkerton man had to think quick; 
but he wouldn't have been one of Pinkerton's 
men if he had not been capable of it. There 
was no use to ask the operators at the branch 
telegraph office, which was around the comer. 



272 EIGHT SECRETS 

to show him the despatch. They would not 
dare violate the foremost rule of the company. 
Nothing short of a court order, granted only 
in grave circumstances, will induce a telegraph 
company to disclose the contents of a tele- 
gram to any other person. It is, indeed, 
against the law. So the detective . knew he 
must get at what he wanted indirectly, if at 
all. Nevertheless, he sauntered round toward 
the telegraph office, while he cudgelled his 
brains. As he came near it the messenger 
boy who had responded to the barkeeper's 
call box, came out of the office, went down the 
street a few steps, and entered a small restau- 
rant. The detective, who looked like a pros- 
perous young business man, instantly followed 
him in and sat down at the same small table, 
and after a Uttle made a friendly sort of an open- 
ing for talk. 

"Pretty good weather for you fellows that 
have to run round so much," he remarked 
cheerily. 

"Yep!" the boy answered shortly, because 
his mouth was full of pie, but with a smile 
about his eyes. When his teeth were clear 
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he added, "De winter '11 get busy pretty soon 
now, and den chasin' calls is fierce." 

"Don't you like your job?" 

"'Tain't so worse; but I'd chuck it if some- 
body'd show me a slicker one." 

"What do you make?" 

"Oh, when tips is good, I rake in a dollar — 
maybe dollar and a half — a day." 

The detective ate on in silence, and presently 
the boy got up to go. 

"Sit down a minute. Shouldn't wonder if 
I could get you a better job. What's your 
name?" 

"Jimmy Hogan." 

"Well, Jimmy, I need a boy about your size, 
and up to date hke you — a fellow that's 
on to most things and can catch new ones, no 
matter how hot they're pitched." 

"Wot doin'? I'm a bird at catchin' on." 

"I'll bet you're keen; but never you mind 
what's doing yet. You're on the stand now — 
not I. See? The kid I want would have to 
run errands and carry messages, and often 
they'd be very particular and couldn't go in 
writing — would just have to be remembered, 
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and remembered right! Got a good memory? 
That's the main thing." 

"Just try me!" exclaimed the lad, meaning, 
"try me on the job" — not, "try my memory" ; 
but the detective took him at his word in a 
nearer way. 

"All right. Let's see — um-m-m! Well — 
let's see — can you tell me the address on the 
last message you carried to the office?" 

"Gee, that's easy ! — I can tell you the whole 
message if you want — the guy that wrote that 
must 'a' been woozy." 

"Let's hear it." 

"W'y, de message was directed to Dr. 
William Gazzo, Carrollton, Pa. That town's 
only a little ways up the state, and de tariff 
was only twenty-five cents ; but de feller give 
me two quarters — which was one for the 
company and one for me." 

"What was so queer about it?" 

"Oh, yes, — w'y, all it said was, 'De hawks 
are on de wing' — Hi! Dere's my pal callin' 
me. I'll be back in a minute !" and he darted 
out of the door. 

The instant he was out of sight the detec- 
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tive seized his hat, threw half a dollar on the 
table, and left the restaurant by another door. 
Ten minutes later he had repeated this in- 
formation by telegraph to headquarters as 
instructed, and then went home to dinner, 
his duty in the case ended, at least for the pres- 
ent. He was in a happy frame of mind. He 
had cleverly and luckily done a skilful piece 
of work, and he was to have — what was rare 
with him — a whole evening with wife and 
baby. And almost before he reached his 
front door his report had set other clever 
brains at work, other wheels in motion in this 
machine for suppressing crime. 



CHAPTER XXV 

akchie's trial 

Meanwhile the trial was proceeding in the 
court-room in Reading. 

As soon as Molhe had quaUfied as a witness, 
Mr. Stone took from his table drawer, after a 
moment's search, a small roll in brown paper, 
which everybody recognized. 

"I show you," he said, addressing the expec- 
tant young lady, "an exhibit in this case. Did 
you ever see it before?" Then he handed to 
her the roll of silver coins. 

"Yes, sir — at least I know the wrapping." 

"How do you recognize it?" 

"Here is a date I marked on it when I found 
the package. " 

"Oh, you found it, did you? Please tell 
the court where and when." 

Everybody pricked up their ears, for one of 
the things Archie had refused to reveal seemed 
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about to be made plain ; and no one was more 
attentive, you may be sure, than the boy 
himself. 

"It happened on the Tuesday before Thanks- 
giving Day — " 

"That would be November 24?" Mr. Stone 
interrupted. 

"Ye-es, the 24th. That afternoon I had gone 
into CarroUton to take tea with my friend 
Nettie Gray. It was awfully bad weather, — 
windy, cold, and raining hard, — and I wouldn't 
have gone, only I had agreed to long before, 
you know. Well, Mamma said she would send 
the buggy in for me, and at nine o'clock our 
hired man, Dennis, came and we started home. 
It had been snowing for some time, and the 
road was awful, but we went along all right, 
and met nobody until we got almost to our 
gate, when we saw a horse and buggy coming; 
and Dennis stopped and pulled a little one side 
to let it pass. In a second or two he called 
out, 'Look out! your off fore wheel's comin' 
off.' I don't know whether the driver heard 
him or not, but almost right away, as the 
horse turned out to go past us, the loose wheel 
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struck a rut and fell off, and the buggy dropped 
down on the axle end, and pitched the driver 
and some bundles out in a heap, and we saw 
that it was a woman. 

"Dennis jumped right out and grabbed the 
horse's head ; and I, knowing old Kate — 
that's our horse — wouldn't run, jumped 
out, too, to help the woman. She wasn't 
hurt much, though, and scrambled up almost 
before I got there. She was awfully angry, 
and scolded in some foreign language. I 
couldn't understand the words, but I guess it 
was some kind of swearing. Dennis said after- 
ward it seemed 'like a wasp in his ear,' and — " 

"No matter about Dennis's sayings at pres- 
ent," Mr. Stone smilingly enjoined her. "Did 
you know this woman?" 

"No, sir. She was a stranger. I asked her 
who she was and Dennis asked her where she 
came from in the same breath; but she told 
us it was none of our business and went on 
picking up the rolls — Oh ! I should have said 
that when the buggy broke down there tumbled 
out a travelling bag, which burst open, and a 
lot of heavy rolls like this were scattered all 
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around. She was crosser about that than 
anything else — even more than about the 
mud on her dress. So we brought the lantern 
from the dashboard of our rig and helped her 
hunt around until nobody could find any 
more. She didn't seem to know exactly how 
many she ought to have, but we all thought 
we'd found every one that fell out. She was 
in a great hurry to get to town, and when Den- 
nis said he had found the hub nut, and could 
put the wheel on again, she quieted down 
some. So he went to our house and got a 
wrench and a wagon- jack, and we set the wheel 
on, and she drove away, and I went home. 
She thanked me, and gave Dennis a silver 
dollar for his trouble." 

MolUe paused and a queer little smile twinkled 
in her eyes and dimpled her cheek, then was 
forcibly suppressed. Evidently more was to 
come. 

"Is that all?" asked Mr. Stone, doing his 
best not to grin, for the girl's smile was catching. 

"No, indeed. I had bought a can-opener 
Mamma needed, and was carrying it in the 
pocket of my rain-coat, but when I got into the 
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house it was gone. I guessed it had slipped 
out while I was helping at the accident, and so 
next morning I went back to look for it, and 
while I was poking round in the road I found 
this package lying half buried in a rut — you 
can see the mud stains on the paper. I saw 
that it was one of the rolls the woman had had 
in her bag, but the ends were glued down and 
I couldn't tell what was in it." 

"What did you do with it?" 

"Dennis had to go to town that day, and he 
took it with him and tried to find the woman 
to return it to her, but he couldn't see or hear 
anything about her. He went to both Uvery 
stables, and in one he found the rig, but the 
stableman said it had been taken out and re- 
turned about midnight, awfully muddy, by a 
man he didn't know. Nobody had seen him 
since, but everybody wanted to, because he 
had paid the Uveryman in silver and it was all 
bad; and when Dennis tried to buy some 
tobacco with his dollar, they told him that was 
bad, too ! Dennis was so disgusted he threw 
it into the river." 

MoUie giggled in spite of herself, and every- 
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body rested their brains by a jolly laugh, 
although it would be hard to say what is laugh- 
able in the fact that a poor man found himself 
a dollar poorer and had to go without his 
tobacco ! 

"When Dennis brought back the package," 
the witness continued, "and told us what he 
had found out. Mamma and I opened the roll 
and saw that it contained ten new silver dol- 
lars that Dennis said looked Just hke the one 
given him. So when Archie came I showed 
them to him, but I thought I wouldn't tell 
him just then where I got them — just to tease 
him a Uttle while ; and Mamma or I asked him 
to take the money to the bank and find out 
whether it really was good or bad. He wrote 
me that the man in the bank said the dollars 
were all counterfeit. Archie thought they 
ought to be destroyed. I thought so too, but 
the sickness of Mrs. Duncan made me forget 
to say anything to him about it in my next 
letter." 

"So you are the 'criminal' he has been 'shield- 
ing,' according to my learned friend on the other 
side?" 
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"I suppose so — but I hope I didn't do 
wrong." 

"On the contrary, you will find you have done 
everybody a good service. By the way, I under- 
stand you to say that you never saw the woman 
you met on the road, either before or since. 
Is that the fact?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Can you describe her?" 

"Well, it was rather dark, and she had on 
heavy wraps, but she seemed to me about me- 
dium size, not very old, — maybe thirty-five 
or so, — good-looking, with a dark complexion 
and black hair and eyes." 

"Do you see her in this court?" 

MoUie looked up, startled by the sudden 
question, and then glanced along the audience 
benches, where unnoticed a woman had just 
come in, and had been directed to seat herself 
among several other women on the spectators' 
benches. 

"Yes — there she is !" cried Mollie, pointing 
instantly to a well-dressed woman on the mid- 
dle bench. "The one with the fur-trimmed 
hat, I mean." 
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The woman sprang to her feet, spluttering 
with indignation, and a poUceman edged up a 
Uttle nearer to her. Archie, whirhng round 
to face the scene, sprang to his feet and cried 
out: — 

"Why, that's the lady who gave me the two 
dollars in Altoona ! " 

Whereupon MoUie was excused, and Archie 
was placed upon the stand and regularly 
testified to this corroborative fact. 

Then Mr. Stone told him to take his seat, 
and looking about inquired loudly: — 

"Is Dennis Muldoon in the room?" 

"He is that, your Worship," and the Honor- 
able Court itself smiled as the big clean-shaven 
Irishman tramped toward the witness-stand; 
and when, in taking the oath, he kissed the 
Bible with a sound like the cracking of a walnut, 
and then solemnly winked at Mollie, that amazed 
young lady exploded in a burst of glee that set 
every one near her a-chuckling, and his Honor 
pounding with his gavel, though he had hard 
work to keep his own face straight. Mr. Stone 
began : — 

' ' Mr. Muldoon, do you work for Mrs. French ? " 
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"I do that, sor, though the young leddy, 
that's Miss MoUie, ye know, do be so per- 
nickity now and then that — " 

"No matter about that; and you must stop 
that winking. This is a serious business." 

"It is that, sor, — as the monkey said whin 
he tried to pull his fist out of the cocoanut. 
Ye see, sor, if he opened his hand he could 
fetch nothing in it, an' if he didn't open it, 
he couldn't get away." 

"Is that all?" inquired Mr. Stone, patiently. 

"That's all I am after hearin' about the 
monkey, — but there's shtill the milk in the 
cocoanut!" 

"We'll leave it there. Did you drive Miss 
French out from CarroUton to her mother's 
farm on the night of November 24, last?" 

"I did that, sor, and a sorry bad night it 
was for wheehn' — " 

"So we have been given to understand. 
Now, Muldoon, did you hear the account Miss 
French gave of what happened that night on 
your way home?" 

"I did, sor; and it was all just as she said. 
I was proud o' the way the young leddy told 
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it all to your Honors. I couldn't 'a' done it 
better myself." 

"Then you have nothing to add to it?" 

"Nothing at all, at all, excepting, maybe, 
that I axed all around whether annybody had 
seen the lone critter a-drivin', thinkin' to find 
where she'd been, but nobody could tell me 
a worrd; which makes it clear to my mind, 
yovu" Honor, that the Wellakihanna Valley 
folks know enough to go in when it rains — 
that is, av coorse, all, barrin' a colleen that 
cares nothin' for the rheumatics of an ould 
fellow like me," and again he winked, and every- 
body looked laughingly at MolUe. 

"Muldoon, you're garrulous." 

"Gar-r-rulous, is it? And phwat's that?" 

"You talk too much, as Balaam said to the 
ass." 

"Oh, well, he was Uke me and you — just 
havin' a friendly crack; for I do be thinkin' 
Balaam himseK was something of an ass." 

The judge had to pound his desk for order 
again; and Mr. Stone did not dare fence any 
further with the witty Irishman ; so he brought 
his testimony to an end by getting the man 
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to add his positive identification of the woman 
in court as the person he had met in the broken 
buggy on the road, after which she was taken 
out of the room by an officer. 

"One question more to Miss French, if she 
will be good enough to take the stand again," 
said Mr. Stone (whereupon MoUie came for- 
ward), "and then I am done." 

"How was it, Miss French, that you happened 
to come here to testify to-day ? — that is, 
how did you know your friend was to be tried 
on this charge?" 

"Why, a week ago a man came to Mr. Dun- 
can's, and said he was an agent of the Treasury 
Department in Washington, and wanted to tell 
Mr. Duncan that Archie had been arrested for 
trying to pass counterfeit money. But he said 
that, although the officers had found bad money 
in his trunk, the Government believed he was 
innocent, and was taking this way to entrap 
the men who were really guilty. I happened 
to be there taking care of Mrs. Duncan, and 
of course I told him all about my adventure, 
and how I had given the roll of dollars to Archie. 
He went away, and a day or two afterward I 
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got a summons from you to come here to-day. 

And Dennis got one, too." 

■ "Thank you. That's all, may it please the 

coiirt." 

Mr. Stone sat down, and Mollie went back 
to her seat. Then Judge Holcomb arose, and 
claiming the floor as associate counsel, made 
a little speech, summing up the defence. 

"May it please the court, if this had been 
an ordinary criminal case, it would doubtless 
have run much less smoothly, but my learned 
friend at the other table has told you the higher 
purposes in view, and the indulgence of the 
court has enabled us in large part to serve them, 
and finally, I beUeve, to achieve them in full. 
I am convinced that no one now beUeves this 
young man Duncan guilty in the remotest 
degree of any of the offences charged. What 
otherwise might have looked suspicious — 
his refusal, under the dictates of his conscience, 
to tell whence he obtained the counterfeit 
dollar-pieces — has been shown to have been 
actuated by good motives, and has been the 
means of disclosing the identity of a woman 
whose practice it has been apparently to deal 
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in counterfeit coin, and who will be summoned 
for trial in due course. It would no doubt be 
possible to explain with equal clearness the 
other matter in respect to which young Dun- 
can has chosen to keep silence. He has sworn 
that it has nothing whatever to do with the 
case. We beheve him. The prosecution has 
not advanced a particle of evidence to show 
that there is any such connection as they have 
insinuated, and we trust they will yield that 
Une of 'fishing' and drop the matter, as irrele- 
vant and immaterial. 

"Our investigations, aided by our client, 
have aheady resulted in information which has 
enabled the Government to arrest the woman 
who has just been identified by Miss French 
and by the defendant as a passer of base coin, 
and whom I beUeve to be the woman whom I 
myself saw hand the boy the two dollars in 
silver change at Altoona. She was discovered, 
as has been said, soon after that incident, and 
since then an eye has been kept on her move- 
ments, and her evil activities have been almost 
if not altogether put at an end by this sur- 
veillance. Her arrest to-day has been justi- 
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fied, and detectives are now on the track of 
the last remaining members of this group of 
pernicious criminals. When the intelligent 
forces under the masterly guidance of my friend 
Captain Bronson McGreggor, who sits at my 
left, unite with those in the Secret Service 
of the Pennsylvania Railroad to ferret out a 
crime, or a set of facts, the probabiUties are 
that what is wanted will be obtained ! But 
I wish to say here that if the last and most im- 
portant criminal of all this group — the clever 
forger and engraver of notes heretofore referred 
to — is taken soon, as we hope he may be, it 
will be due. Gentlemen of the Jury, largely 
to the wit and knowledge of the young man 
who now awaits your honorable acquittal." 

The presiding justice made a brief and strongly 
favorable charge to the jury; and that body, 
without leaving their seats, rendered a unani- 
mous verdict : — 

"Not guilty." 



CHAPTER XXVI 

A HOT CHASE 

When Archie's trial was over, and he was 
free again (the prosecution was ordered to 
pay the costs of the court), evening had fallen; 
and when he and his friends passed out into 
the street the lamps were Ughted. In front of 
the court-house a cab driver was just chmbing 
down from his high seat, and handing the reins 
to another; and he touched his cap to "Mr. 
Bronson," with a 

"Good evening, Captain." 

"Good evening, Merrit. Everything seems 
to have worked very smoothly. Let me see 
you at the hotel about 7.30." 

"Very well, sir." 

"Is that another detective?" asked Archie, 
in a whisper, "and are you really at the head 
of the United States Secret Service?" 

"Not quite, my boy; but pretty near it." 

290 
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"And your name is not 'Bronson'?" 

"That is my first name; and I call myself 
'Mr. Bronson' when I am on vacations, or 
want to keep shady. The fewer people who 
know me by sight the better for my work." 

"Duncan," said Dr. Featherstone at this 
point, "I hear from your father that your 
mother is better, and anxious to see you — 
maybe your baby-rocker has broken down and 
she wants you to fix it." 

He laughed, and Archie blushed red. 

"At any rate, although I have no doubt the 
boys at the school are waiting to give you a 
rousing reception, I think you had better go 
home and spend Sunday with your people. 
Here is the thirty-eight dollars that was taken 
from your trunk ; and here is ten dollars more, 
as a present from me, to pay your expenses." 

"Oh, Dr. Featherstone, I don't need all 
that." 

"Well, keep the rest ! And the same to you, 
Miss French," he added, turning to Mollie 
and handing her ten dollars. "We are all 
extremely obliged to you for your assistance." 

"Oh, I was so glad to help Archie out of 
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his trouble, and I thank you very much for 
this," she said, as she took the gift; "but it 
seems Uke throwing good money after bad!" 

"Your testimony was most valuable, and 
I do not know when I have heard a better 
witness," said Judge Holcomb, heartily, which 
pleased the young lady greatly. 

"Now you young people can't get home 
to-night; and while the captain looks after 
young Duncan, I shall constitute myself Miss 
French's escort and guardian, in loco parentis, 
as we lawyers say. I telegraphed your mother 
this afternoon that you couldn't get home 
to-day, and that I would look after your com- 
fort. The Bostonians are singing Robin Hood 
here to-night, and I have taken four seats, 
so that we can all enjoy it together." 

Then, bidding good-bye to Dr. Featherstone 
and to Mr. Stone, the four friends walked to 
their hotel. As they entered the lobby the 
clerk handed Captain McGreggor two tele- 
grams. 

"Just arrived," he said. 

The captain opened the envelopes, glanced 
at the yellow papers, and exclaimed : — 
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"By Jove! Here's a new lead! Brown 
wires me that he is following that fellow Luigi 
to New York, and that his behavior is very 
suspicious. I warned our New York office to 
be on the lookout for them, for I thought likely 
he'd go there, and they'll help Brown. That's 
all right. But it seems that the Pinkerton man 
whom Lutz called up (as, you know, he wired 
us from Pottstown) got hold of the contents of 
a message Luigi sent in Philadelphia, and, 
by ginger ! the man to whom he telegraphed 
lives in your own town, Archie. His name is 
Gazzo — Dr. Gazzo. Do you know him?" 

"Why!" cried MolUe, excitedly, before 
Archie could answer, "Dr. Gazzo lives in 
Archie's little house!" 

"That's so!" said the boy. 

"Good thing the jury didn't hear that!" ex- 
claimed Judge Holcomb, with a laugh. "You'd 
been hanged by this time!" 

"But don't you see," said the captain, his 
eyes flashing, "that's one of the various names 
of the king of the gang — the plate-forger 
we've been looking for!" 

"Bless me!" the judge gasped, while the 
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young people simply looked at one another. 
The idea of this great criminal in their own 
circle, as it were, frightened them. 

"I'm afraid he'll skip out before anybody 
can get hold of him. That phrase, 'The hawks 
are on the wing/ which would be blind to an 
outsider, is, of course, an agreed signal of 
warning. If he receives that message before 
we can get there, I don't expect he'll wait for 
us. How do you people up the valley get your 
telegrams, Archie?" 

"There aren't many," the boy answered 
laughingly. "I guess more have gone to and 
come from Dad in the last week than the valley 
ever got before in a year. Usually they are 
put in the mail and the rural carrier brings 
'em. But wait — I remember once, when we 
were working on the house, Dr. Gazzo got a 
message that was telephoned out to the mill 
at the Crossroads and the miller's boy brought 
it up to him. I told Dad about it, and very 
hkely that's the way he has been doing this 
week." 

"That settles it," said Captain McGreggor, 
gloomily. "However, — we won't let that 
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spoil our dinner. I'll meet you in the parlor 
in fifteen minutes. Don't be late. I'm hun- 
gry." 

Dinner was half through, and a pause had 
come in the chat, when Captain McGreggor 
showed where his thoughts were by remark- 
ing:— 

"Awful pity there's no way of getting through 
to-night." 

"Why not?" asked Judge Holcomb. "Surely 
the Reading Railroad hasn't stopped all its 
night trains." 

"Oh, we could get down on the main line 
as far as the Junction all right. Can leave 
here at 8.30, and reach the Junction (if that 
train stops there) about 10. But Carollton 
is on a cross-country line of your road, and the 
last train before eight o'clock in the morning 
leaves the Junction for CarroUton just about 
now." 

"Pshaw ! If that's all the trouble, I'll have 
you in CarroUton before midnight." 

"How?" 

"I'll have the division superintendent down 
there send an engine and car over to the June- 
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tion to meet the 8.30 on the Reading and put 
you through. Excuse me. I'll go and wire 
the superintendent now," 

"How can he do that?" asked Mollie, as the 
judge strode out of the dining-room. 

"The general counsel of a railroad is a very 
powerful officer, and his request is law. Unless 
there is some very good reason to prevent it, 
we'll get our special. The Pennsylvania Rail- 
road has always been exceedingly accommo- 
dating to the Secret Service — often for no 
other reason, so far as I could see, than a simple 
desire to aid the ends of justice." 

Soon the judge came back, saying that he 
had not only telegraphed the ^ilway officer, 
but had telephoned a lady and her daughter 
whom he knew to go to the opera with them, 
as now the captain and Archie would not be 
able to use the seats, and that he and Mollie 
would presently walk to their house and ac- 
company them. 

"Oh," said the girl, in dismay, "I'm afraid 
I'm not dressed well enough!" 

"Don't you worry, my dear," was the judge's 
kindly assurance. "You are very properly 
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dressed, and look very nice indeed. "I only 
wish my own daughters were here to go with 
us." 

Half an hour later came a reply from the 
division superintendent : — 

"Special will await Captain McGreggor at the 
Junction on arrival of Reading train. Special 
due to reach CarroUton at 11.40. Expense will 
be charged to Railroad Police account." 

"There you are," said the judge, as he handed 
over the paper. 

"Good for you! Now the next thing is to 
get the Reading people to stop their train at 
the Junction — I find it is not a regular stop 
at night." 

"I guess that can be managed. Hello! 
There's the Reading's general manager over 
there now," indicating a tall gentleman near the 
clerk's desk. He greeted the judge cordially, 
shook hands with Captain McGreggor, and 
listened to their story. 

"DeUghted to help on the good work !" he 
exclaimed. "I'll call up the train despatcher's 
office now, and give the orders," and he stepped 
to a telephone booth. Returning a moment 
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later, he smilingly assured Captain McGreggor 
that the matter had been arranged, and in- 
quired how many were going. 

"An officer named Merrit, and a boy who 
knows the way, and myself," the captain in- 
formed him. 

Whereupon the manager drew a little book 
of blank passes from his pocket and made one 
out for the three, as far as the Junction, which 
saved Archie $1.40. 

"While you are about it," remarked Judge 
Holcomb, "5ust give me one of those for Miss 
Mary French, a young friend of mine and one 
of our witnesses in this case, who must go 
home to-morrow." 

"With pleasure. That will show my com- 
pany's good will in helping to run down these 
rascals." 

So MoUie was saved $1.40 too. 

And about the time Judge Holcomb bade her 
good night, after one of the most delightful 
evenings of her Hfe, Archie and the officers 
were stepping off their swift special in the dark 
little station at CaroUton. 

Usually the village telegraph office, which 
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was at the railroad station, closed at 7.30, 
when the last regular train arrived; but to- 
night the operator had to remain on duty till 
the special got in, and he was the first man 
Captain McGreggor sought. 

"A telegram was sent this afternoon to Dr. 
William Gazzo, up the valley. Has it been 
deUvered yet?" 

"Yes, he happened to be down here and got 
it at once." 

"Oh ! And do you happen to know whether 
he stayed in town over night, or went back to 
the country?" 

"Neither. He went away on the 5.30 
south." 

The bird had flown. The next question was : 
Had he taken his plates and tools with him — 
the means of his work, which the officers were 
so anxious to get, not only because it would 
put an end to his dangerous output, but be- 
cause of the convincing evidence they would 
afford of his guilt. Both the officers agreed 
that "of course" he had done so, and Archie 
expressed no opinion. 
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They went to bed in the village hotel, ar- 
ranging to get a very early breakfast, and so 
be able to start upon their trip out to the 
doctor's house almost as soon as it was light, 
hiring a hvery rig for that purpose. 

That early morning ride in December was not 
in the least amusing. The sky was lowering, a 
keen, damp wind, suggesting snow, blew in 
their faces, and the road was rough. But the 
distance was not very great, and by the time 
they began to get really chilly they had reached 
Mrs. French's little farm, where Archie ran in 
just long enough to say a few words about 
Mollie, and to promise to tell the full story as 
soon as he could get a chance. 

Half a mile farther was his own house, and 
here an almost shorter visit was made, Mr. 
Duncan going to the wagon to shake hands 
with Captain McGreggor, whUe Archie spent a 
moment with his mother, who was now mending 
rapidly — too rapidly, she sighed, for it would 
not be long before she would have to take up 
again the ceaseless burdens of a farm house- 
wife. 

"We'll try to make them easier," Archie said, 
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as he rose from his knees beside the easy chair 
in which she sat. 

"Maybe you can invent some more labor- 
saving machines," was the smiling reply, as he 
buttoned up his coat and went out to his 
"duty," as he called it. It gave him a very 
pleasant feehng of importance, and no wonder, 
to find himself aiding no less a power than the 
United States itself. 

They drove quickly on, and soon turned up 
the narrow hill road, where the horses could 
only walk, yet in ten minutes or so took the 
wagon to the gateway of the house they had 
come so far to search. 

No sound or sight of living greeted them, 
in either welcome or hostility; and Captain 
McGreggor looked curiously about him as they 
approached the house. 

"It's not so much changed," he said, half to 
himself, "except that the trees have grown 
taller." Did you know, Archie, that I hved 
here when I was a youngster?" 

*'Are you Bronnie McGreggor ? " cried the boy. 

"I used to be. Well here we are. Open the 
door, Merrit." 
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"It's locked, of course; and I reckon it's no 
good looking under the mat for the key," he 
added, as he kicked an old mat aside. 

That brought a grin to Archie's round face, 
and when the two men went around to try the 
back door he stayed behind and lifted the little 
board in the floor of the porch, but it contained 
no key. The kitchen door proved to be locked, 
and all the windows were fastened. 

"Do you know any way to get in without 
breaking something?" asked the captain. 

"No, sir. I guess you'll have to knock out 
a pane of glass and shove back a window 
catch." 

Merrit picked up a piece of stove wood, 
smashed a pane in one of the kitchen windows, 
reached in and released the catch, and then 
shoved up the sash. 

"Climb in, Archie," said the captain, "and 
open the door for us." 

"If you please, I'd rather not. I promised 
mother I'd never go into the house while Dr. 
Gazzo was there with his explosive stuff." 

"Nonsense! That's only a fake." 

"I suppose it is; but it scared my mother, 
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and I promised her, and I'd rather not go un- 
less it's really necessary." 

"All right. You're pretty big and clumsy, 
Merrit; but I guess you'll have to wiggle 
through yourself." 

It was easy enough to do, and a moment 
later the door stood open, and both men en- 
tered, while Archie went round and watched 
them through the side window. 

Dr. Gazzo had been Hving alone and doing 
his own housekeeping for several weeks, but 
he was an orderly man, and the place was neat 
and clean. On a long table stood various 
bottles and boxes, balances, retorts, retort 
holders, spirit lamps, etc. Captain McGreggor 
examined these in a careless sort of way, 
which made Archie shiver. 

"The fellow is evidently amusing himself 
with chemistry ; but that 'explosives' idea was 
just a blind," he remarked to his subordinate. 

Then began a regular search. The men went 
through every room, closet, table, drawer, 
and bureau in the place — there were not many, 
and none contained anything unlawful or even 
suspicious. There were a good many books, 
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English and Italian, mainly scientific, and a 
pile of newspapers, both American and foreign. 

The pockets of all the coats and other gar- 
ments were turned out; the few letters and 
written papers found were read; and pitchers, 
vases, etc., looked into. The bed was searched, 
even to opening the mattress, and Archie be- 
gan to see how thoroughly his room at Dr. 
Featherstone's must have been overhauled. 
There was no carpet on the floor, — or only a 
couple of loose pieces, — or it would probably 
have been ripped up. One bureau only was 
present, and its drawers were locked; but a 
hammer and chisel opened them, without great 
damage. Some letters, photographs, and so 
on were thought worth lajrtng aside for future 
reference, but nothing that could be called 
evidence of any criminality; and when the 
single trunk stowed away in an upstairs closet 
was pried open, to the ruin of its lock, it yielded 
even less of value to the officers of the law. 

"If he really is doing crooked work, he has 
carried away all the evidences, I guess," re- 
marked the captain in a discouraged tone. 
"In fact, I only expected as much." 
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Still they kept at the search. They looked 
m the fireplace, where coals were still smoulder- 
ing ; and setting fire to a lot of paper saw that 
the flue was clear, for the smoke drew up with- 
out the least obstruction. Then they shovelled 
out the embers and tried the stones of the fire- 
place with a crowbar that Archie found, but 
every stone and brick seemed immovable. 
Lighting the lamp on the table, they went down 
cellar, probed the floor, and poked in all the 
corners, but came up with nothing in their 
hands but dust. Last of all they explored the 
barn, high and low, but found "nothing on 
which you could arrest a dog," as they ex- 
pressed it. 

"Well, Merrit," said the captain, "I'm 'fraid 
this crowd won't divide any five hundred 
dollars reward to-day. Let's find some boards 
to close up that broken window and get out. 
I'm cold." 

"Is there really a reward for — please, 
what is it for? and who will give it ? " Archie 
asked, as they walked down to the wagon, after 
closing the house. 

"The Treasury Department will pay five 
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hundred dollars for evidence causing the arrest 
and conviction of the man, and if he is caught, 
part of that, at least, will go to that young 
Pinkerton man in Philadelphia who got hold 
of Luigi's telegram. Then they offer two 
hundred and fifty dollars apiece for the three 
plates from which this man (if he really is the 
forger, as we believe) or somebody else has been 
printing the counterfeit notes that have got 
into circulation. When we found that this 
'Gazzo' to whom Luigi had telegraphed, was 
living in this quiet, out-of-the-way place, and 
had secured privacy by his story of experiment- 
ing with dangerous explosives, which was just 
a cock-and-bull yam to keep the neighbors 
from visiting or spying on him, I had great 
hopes we would catch both the man and his 
machinery, and find them what we wanted. 
I still think he is the boss of the gang that we've 
been looking for so long, but that when he 
skipped out he carried his stuff with him. 

" Now I want to go down to the Crossroads 
mill, if you will show us the way, and telephone 
to the office at the railroad station a message 
to be telegraphed to some of our men." 



A HOT CHASE 307 

"Good!" cried Archie, heartily, "but how 
about getting the rig back?" 

"Well, we'll telephone to the stable and see 
whether they can't send somebody out after 
it," the captain answered. 

But this was needless, for at the mill Archie 
found a couple of farmers whom he knew going 
into town in a wagon, and one of them readily 
agreed to drive the livery team back to the 
stable. This disposed of, all three walked up 
to Mr. Duncan's, and the exciting incidents of 
the week seemed to have come to an end. 



CHAPTER XXVII 

THE EIGHT SECRETS OPENED 

It was not yet eleven o'clock, and although 
Archie felt as though he could eat two meals, 
the farmer's dinner would not be ready before 
half-past twelve or one o'clock. 

Mrs. Duncan was sitting in a rocking chair 
by the glowing coal stove, which lent a cheerful 
glow to the sitting room, where Ethel was 
sleeping quietly in her cradle. 

The captain and his assistant were warmly 
welcomed, and Archie soon excused himself 
from the family circle, ran upstairs, and went 
out, saying he wanted to look aroimd a 
bit. 

"You look excited, young man," said his 
father. "Better cool down." 

Any one would have thought him excited, 
sure enough, had they seen the way he sprang 
over the front fence and ran off through the 
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mud and drizzle. It was too slippery to keep 
up such a pace long, but he stumbled on as fast 
as he could up the side road to the hill-house. 
He carried with him a screw-driver and a 
hammer. 

"I promised Mother I wouldn't go into the 
house as long as the explosives were there; 
but now there are no explosives, so I'm free 
to do it." 

Ripping off the boards nailed over the broken 
window he climbed in, took off his overcoat, 
jacket, and cap, and went straight into the sit- 
ting room. 

Just inside the door, it will be remembered, 
was a fixed chest of drawers, with shelves 
above, filling the corner of the room on the 
other side of the kitchen door from the fire- 
place. There were three drawers, all of which 
had been forced open by the detectives, and 
ransacked. Drawing them out one by one he 
piled them on the floor without a glance at the 
disordered clothing with which they were partly 
filled. Behind them the extreme angle of the 
corner was cut off by a backing of upright 
narrow boards, crossed by three horizontal 
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cleats supporting the rear of the drawers 
when fully shoved in. 

Reaching in, Archie counted by feeling to 
the seventh board from the left, and then 
searched with his finger-tips just beneath the 
central cleat for a nail head, which protruded 
perhaps an eighth of an inch. It would never 
be noticed, or, if seen, suspected of anything 
but the need of a couple of hanuner strokes; 
but the lad who put it there now hooked his 
finger nail under it, and so lifted the whole 
board, which had room to slide behind the next 
upper cleat, far enough to release the foot of 
the board, and let it be pulled out, for it was 
only a short piece and not continuous from 
bottom to top of the cupboard as were the 
other backing boards. This was the door of a 
little rear cupboard, and it contained several 
small bottles, one of nitric acid, and the others 
labelled with names he did not understand. 
These he took out and stood carefully by them- 
selves, for he was still suspicious of the doctor's 
chemicals. 

An auger-hole in the floor of this little interior 
closet let him thrust down his forefinger, and 
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so get hold enough to Uft, until he could seize 
with his other hand, the board below the one 
he had removed. Its raising disclosed a second 
inner cupboard behind the lower drawer space, 
and here was stowed a cigar box, filled with 
finely pointed tools, which Archie only glanced 
at, and then set beside his bottles. Letting the 
lower of the pieces fall into place, and resetting 
the other which rested upon it, toed in behind 
the middle cleat, he replaced the drawers. 

The next move was to bring in a small 
kitchen table and place it under the rear bed- 
room window, then put a chair upon it and 
climb upon that. This brought the busy in- 
vestigator easily to the top of the window 
casing. The removal of a screw from each end 
enabled him to take off the cap of the casing, 
and revealed a long, narrow box in which a 
person might have hid a couple of dozen 
billiard balls, for example; and where some- 
body apparently had hid something, for there 
was a long steel rod, which looked like a con- 
necting-rod from some sort of a machine; a 
quantity of other rods and small parts that 
might belong with it; and a flat, heavy package 
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about eight inches long by three and a half 
wide and an inch thick. This was carefully 
tied, and Archie did not open it ; but, leaving 
the iron pieces, replaced the cap board, jumped 
down, and laid the package beside the bottles 
and box of tools. 

This done he dragged the table and chair 
over to the other bedroom window, where he 
uncovered a similar receptacle, in which were 
stowed some more disconnected parts of a 
machine. 

It is not necessary to explain by this time 
what the lad was doing, for the reader will 
have recognized that he was exploring all the 
various secret closets which he had built for 
Dr. Gazzo as hiding places for dangerous 
chemicals. Thus far, however, the small bottles 
of liquids and powders were the nearest 
approach he had seen to such substances, and 
the lockers seemed to have been used for the 
covert storage of altogether different materials. 

The fourteenth board of the bedroom floor, 
counting from the partition wall, was one of 
those which had needed repairing, and the new 
piece put in seemed securely nailed: but the 
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nails were false, and the board was in reality 
held by bent clamps of springy steel, which 
were withdrawn by pushing down their middles, 
as in the key place on the porch, until the small 
plank could be lifted. The capacious box or 
receptacle underneath was, however, empty 
except of a box of eight by ten glass plates, 
which the boy saw were photographic nega- 
tives — six or eight in number ; and a blank 
book, heavily bound, and fastened shut by 
strong metal clasps secured by a tiny padlock. 
Laying these beside the other "finds" he put 
the board back in its place, and then went up- 
stairs. 

The house was only a story and a half high, 
the roof sloping to within four feet of the floor 
at the eaves. This upper story, it will be re- 
membered, had been left bare hitherto, and 
Archie had made it habitable by dividing it 
into two bedrooms and a hall, and "finishing" 
it by a sheathing of dressed hard pine, instead 
of lath and plaster. He had nailed carlins, or 
lengths of two by four scantling, across from 
rafter to rafter, at a height of seven and one- 
half feet above the floor to which the ceiling 
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was to be nailed. These carlins also held the 
tops of the lines of studding which ran down 
the centre of the attic, and about the stairway 
head, dividing the attic into two rooms and a 
hall, as has been said. This hall was six feet 
deep and about eight feet long. He also made 
a commodious closet at the narrow end of each 
bedroom next the head of the stairs. 

The sheathing of these rooms in matched 
boards all ran lengthwise the house, of course, 
because of the transverse position of the rafters, 
cariins, and uprights to which it was nailed. 
For the ceiling of the hall, however, which was 
well Hghted and could be seen as one looked up 
the stairs, the ambitious young joiner had tried 
an ornamental' effect. By inserting cross- 
carlins at two-foot intervals, he formed a group 
of nine squares, and six more parts of squares 
in the ceihng, which he proceeded to fill with 
selected sheathing set in varying directions. 
In the central square the beautifully grained 
pine ran diagonally; in the interior squares 
surrounding it, the boards ran lengthwise; 
and in the corner squares of the group cross- 
wise the house. The ornamental effect of this 
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pleasing variety was heightened by the fact that 
the somewhat ragged lines left at the edges of 
each square (for the boy had not that fine 
skill in sawing which experienced joiners dis- 
play) were concealed under strips of broad 
moulding, which Archie had bought at a mill 
in town, and had had machine-cut to the pre- 
cise lengths required, so that he had only to 
tack them on to make a neat job. It certainly 
looked very nice, and his mother and Molhe 
had been unstinted in their praise; but he 
kept to himself the real purpose which had led 
him to take all this trouble. 

There was no ordinary reason why this 
upper space under the peak of the roof, al- 
though it was nearly eight feet wide and three 
feet or more high under the ridgepole, should 
be accessible in such a house, and no apparent 
trap-door or other means of entering it was 
left. Dr. Gazzo had said, however, when they 
were talking about making secret hiding places 
for his dangerous chemicals, that he would Hke 
one to be made, if possible, large enough to 
contain and hide an ordinary trunk. The only 
way Archie could think of to fill that require- 
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ment was to make a blind trap-door into this 
seemingly closed attic. It was to accomplish 
this that the whole pretty scheme of apparent 
ornamentation of the ceiling was undertaken, 
and his purpose was accomplished as follows : — 

The diagonal boards of the central square 
were not nailed at their ends to the carhns, 
as were all the others, but were fastened firmly 
together by cleats on their upper surface, so 
that they formed a soUd door, which closely 
fitted the space inside the surrounding carlins, 
to which it was hinged on one side. The over- 
lapping broad moulding underneath not only 
kept it from swinging down below the level of 
the ceiling, but concealed the fact that the ends 
of the boards did not overlap, so that this 
square looked precisely like all the rest. 

Some inquisitive person might suspect, how- 
ever, that one of these squares was intended to 
act as a trap-door, opening upward, and try 
them one by one till the one which could be 
hfted was found. This would ruin the plan; 
and to avoid it, this trap-door must be firmly 
locked, and the method of locking well con- 
cealed. 
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This problem cost the boy a great deal of 
study, but it was finally solved with the help 
of a brass bolt, a pulley, two or three screw- 
eyes, a couple of yards of strong, flexible pic- 
ture-wire, and a small iron ring, all together 
costing less than half a dollar. 

The hall was Ughted by a window in the centre 
of the gable, just over the head of the stairs, 
the top of which nearly reached to the ceihng. 
The two stout hinges of the trap-door were 
on the side towards this window. In the 
middle of the opposite edge of the upper sur- 
face of the trap-door, Archie screwed his bolt, 
which was one of those strong, flat ones, con- 
taining a spring, which caused it to snap back 
into the hasp (screwed to the adjacent upper 
edge of the solid part of the ceiling) as soon as 
the pull upon it was released. When this bolt 
had snapped into its hasp, by the closing down 
of the door, no force short of bursting it could 
raise or even rattle the trap. A way to with- 
draw the bolt from the outside had next to 
be devised. This was how it was done : — 

To the handle of the bolt was fastened one 
end of the picture wire. A screw-eye was then 
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screwed into the attic floor just behind the 
hinge Hne of the door, and another a httle way 
beyond in a hne with a point immediately over 
the right-hand (as you faced it) corner of the 
cap of the window beneath, and the wire led 
through these two eyes. An opening at the 
end of the ceiling, not visible from below, for 
it was beyond the wall sheathing, let the end 
of the wire drop down into the hollow side 
casing of the window; and a covered pulley 
was placed at the angle where it bent down, over 
which the wire ran smoothly and securely. 
The sashes in all windows are held in place by 
a strip nailed or screwed on, enabhng them to 
shde up and down without falUng out. Archie 
took off this strip on the right-hand side of the 
window, and by means of auger and saw cut 
an oblong hole through the casing, an inch 
wide and about nine inches long, through 
which he pulled the free end of the wire dang- 
ling inside the casing. This he cut off near 
the top of the hole, and then fastened to the cut 
end an iron ring, big enough to put a man's 
fiinger through. 
Now it is plain that if any one, curving his 
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forefinger through this ring, pulled down on the 
wire a few inches, it would drag the bolt out of 
its hasp and release and hft the trap-door a 
httle; and the moment he let go, the heavy 
trap would fall back into place and the spring- 
bolt lock it with a snap. To prevent this last 
happening before the person could get under- 
neath the door and raise it far enough to be able 
to creep or pass an article through it, it was 
only needful to hook the ring over the head of 
a screw, which Archie drove halfway into the 
casing, and so prevent the wire from running 
back. 

When he had put the wooden sash-holding 
strip back into place, with a couple of screws 
and a short nail or two (which held nothing), 
this hole and all its machinery were concealed, 
with nothing unusual about the window frame 
to excite suspicion. 

Such was the device which Archie was next 
to explore. He carried upstairs the table and 
chair which he had been using, and placed them 
beneath the central square in his pretty ceil- 
ing. Then he unscrewed the window-strip, 
pulled down his wire, saw the trap rise a hand- 
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breadth, and kept it open by hooking the 
ring on the screw-head. CUmbing upon his 
improvised ladder, he pushed up the trap and 
thrust his head through into the attic. Some- 
thing was lying upon the floor, but it was too 
dark to make out what. So he had to get 
down, hunt up a piece of a candle in the kitchen, 
and climb up again with this in his hand. Then 
he saw that the objects were the larger parts of 
a small, but massive machine of some kind, of 
which he naturally thought the pieces he had 
seen downstairs were parts. He drew him- 
self up and searched the attic thoroughly, but 
could discover nothing else. So he came down, 
leaving the ironware there, and turned to 
another "safe deposit," of which two remained 
to be searched. One of these was in the closet 
off the rear bedroom, and he carried his candle 
to help him. The closet door had been locked, 
but the detectives had pried it open, and had 
apparently dragged forth, forced open, and 
emptied a chest stored there, which had been 
filled with winter clothing, bedding, etc., 
which was odorous with camphor. 
Archie paid little attention to them, but 
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knelt with his candle beside the sill of the 
door, which he noticed had been freshly painted. 
This seemed to be nailed down as usual, but 
brushing the dust away from first one end and 
then the other, the boy took a two-foot rule 
from his pocket, and made a lengthwise and 
then a crosswise measurement. Where the 
two met, he began scraping with the point of 
his screw-driver, and soon disclosed at each 
end a screw-head under the paint. Having 
taken out these screws, the sill came loose, for 
the nails were dummies, whose points had been 
cut off; and this done, the short ends of what 
appeared to be long floor-boards were easily 
lifted out, uncovering a strong box set between 
the floor joists. 

As the rays of his candle Hghted up the in- 
terior of this cavity, Archie gave a jump and 
a cry of astonishment, for there lay piled dozens 
and scores — he couldn't guess how many ! — 
of just such rolls as Molhe had found in the mud, 
together with other scores of smaller ones; 
and that these were packages of coins was 
plain from dozens of loose dollars and quarters 
and dimes — all new and shining — which 
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were scattered among them. But when he 
picked up a few and looked at them his surprise 
grew, for they were not American money, but 
the coins, or an imitation of them, of some 
foreign government — Italy, he suspected. 

But time was passing. His hour for getting 
home was rapidly approaching, and his work 
was not yet finished. He had not yet found 
what he was particularly in search of, and 
particularly anxious to discover. So he put a 
few samples of the coins in his pocket, and 
hurriedly replaced the covering boards and the 
door-sill which held them in place. 

There had been in the bedroom downstairs, 
ever since the McGreggors lived there, a small 
glass-covered cupboard or bookcase, hanging 
against the wall close against the chimney. 
It rested upon a pair of iron brackets, and 
originally was kept from falling by a third 
bracket-like angle-iron, which had been screwed 
to its side and to the wall. In repairing the 
house, Archie had renewed the broken glass 
of this cupboard, and had made other changes 
in it less visible. Its weight still rested partly 
on the brackets, though of the six screws 
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which seemed to reach up into its bottom 
board, only one was anything more than a 
head glued into its socket. The angle-iron was 
there, but its wall-screws were also fraudulent. 
In place of that its weight was sustained by 
two strong hinges at its top, behind, which, 
while they held the cupboard in place, per- 
mitted it to be swung outward at the bottom. 

Running downstairs, he quickly emptied the 
shelves, twisted out the one effective bracket- 
screw, and swinging out the cupboard, propped 
it up out of his way on a stick ; then he began to 
count those bricks in the chimney front which 
had been hidden by the end of the cupboard 
when it was in its proper position, until he came 
to the sixth from the bottom, when he stopped. 

Here was the choicest hiding place he had 
devised. When he had taken down the cup- 
board to make way for the paperers, and to 
repair it, the idea had come to him that he 
might use it to conceal a locker sunk in the 
chimney. Had he been an older house-builder 
he would have reahzed that what he did would 
be dangerous on account of fire ; but he did not 
think of this and went ahead. With great 
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labor he dug out a brick, using a cbld-chisel 
and mallet ; and then excavated a considerable 
cavity in the next bricks behind it, which he 
cleansed out into a neat squareness. Then, 
after spoiling two or three bricks in the at- 
tempt, he succeeded in trimming one down 
until all that remained of it was one edge, or 
front, an inch or so thick. It took him several 
days at odd hours to make it. 

This done, he soaked a lot of paper in water 
and stirred and kneaded it until he had a hand- 
ful or so of gray pulp, into which he then mixed 
some thin glue. This was to form an imitation 
mortar, easily cut with a knife and easily re- 
placed. By means of this mixture, which 
when it hardened really did look hke mortar, 
he glued the false brick-front into its place, 
hung up his cupboard over it, and felt proud of 
his cleverness. Now he was curious to see 
whether Dr. Ga,zzo had utilized this most 
secret of secrets, and for what purpose. 

With high hopes he began with his knife- 
blade on the make-believe mortar, but quickly 
saw that it was now real, or something harder, 
and concluded that the locker had been opened 
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and then resealed with plaster of Paris, made 
gray by ashes. So he got his hammer and, 
by using his screw-driver as a chisel, dug hur- 
riedly at it, till presently the thin brick-front 
was loosened and could be pried out. 

The light that flashed in revealed three thin 
flat packages, wrapped and tied in tissue paper 
with great care, and so broad as nearly to fill 
all the space. He seized them, found them 
heavy and cold hke metal, put them with the 
other discoveries in a basket, and restored the 
brick and the cupboard to their places as 
quickly as he could, leaving no trace of what 
he had done. Then, after renaihng the board 
over the kitchen window, he rushed home on 
the run with his load. 



CHAPTER XXVIII 

THE PROOF ESTABLISHED 

"Why, my boy, you're almost late," was his 
mother's greeting, as he entered just as the 
household had seated themselves about the 
dinner table. "What have you got in yoiu" 
basket?" 

"Something I want to show Mr. Bron — I 
mean Captain McGreggor — after dinner." 

Forty minutes later the officer declared him- 
self ready to see whatever the boy had to show 
him, and then Archie brought forward his 
basket, but covered it first with a napkin he 
had snatched from the table. He thought he 
had the means of making a family sensation, 
and wanted to make the most of it. So he 
thrust his hand slowly and mysteriously be- 
neath the napkin, and drew out, one after an- 
other, the collection of bottles, at which Mrs. 
Duncan gave a start. 

326 
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"I'm afraid they're dangerous," she ex- 
plained. 

The captain read their labels and said he 
guessed there was no Ukelihood of their ex- 
ploding. The liquids, at any rate, were simply 
acids — such, he remarked, as etchers used in 
"biting in" designs upon steel and coppper, 
or else chemicals used in photography. 

Then Archie's hand brought from under the 
napkin, the locked memorandum book. 

"Got the key?" the captain asked. 

"No, sir." 

So that was laid aside, whereupon the boy 
brought out the box of little instruments. 

"Gravers' tools !" the captain fairly shouted 
when he saw them. "Where did you get 
them?" 

"Up at the house, where I got these," and 
he handed out the photographic negatives. 

One by one they were held up to the hght, 
and McGreggor called out what they represented. 

"This is a photograph of a twenty-dollar 
treasury note," he said, after looking at the 
first one. "This one," he announced, as he 
held up the second, "is an Italian bank-note 
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for 500 lira, equal to about $100 in our 
money. Here," he said, as he looked at the third 
negative, "is a picture of another Itahan bank- 
note; and this," examining the fourth, "is an 
Austrian note for ten florins." 

The others were photographs of the back 
side of each of these notes. 

"What else have you got in that wonderful 
basket, young man?" 

"Here is something," was Archie's answer in 
an excited tone, as he drew forth the heavy 
package he had found in the window cap. 

Captain McGreggor undid its wrappings and 
displayed to the circle of eyes bent upon his 
hands four plates of polished steel. "They 
are such plates as bank-note engravers use to 
engrave their designs for paper money upon," 
he said. "They are soft now, and these tools," 
pointing to the box of gravers, "will cut hnes 
in the surface easily, as also wiU the tools of 
those machines which make the intricate curved 
and wavy hnes seen on most notes, and often 
on watch cases, which is called 'engine work.' 
After the lines have been cut the engraved 
plate is hardened, and used for printing, or dies 
may be made from it." 
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Archie was fairly trembling with excitement 
and pride as he drew forth his last package — 
the precious objects wrapped in tissue paper 
which he had found in the chimney. 

"What are these?" he asked, his eyes 
shining. 

Captain McGreggor unrolled the paper of 
the first one, and held in his hand a small sheet 
of steel engraved to represent a five-dollar 
United States treasury note. 

The Secret Service officer sprang to his feet 
as he saw it. 

"The coimterfeit plate!" he fairly shouted. 
"Heavens and earth, boy ! where did you find 
it ? Why these — these — are the plates we 
have been searching for so long. Here is the 
five-dollar, the one-dollar, and the twenty-dol- 
lar! Where did you get them?" 

"Up at the old house, I tell you," the lad 
reiterated, with a nervous laugh; "and I guess 
I want that reward — seven hundred and fifty, 
isn't it?" 

"It's yours, of course; but how did you find 
them?" 

"I knew where Dr. Gazzo hid things — what 
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I supposed were chemicals. I invented safe 
hiding places for them. I know where there's 
a bushel of money like this," showing the sam- 
ples of silver American, ItaUan, and Austrian 
coins from his pocket. "And I guess I could 
show you the press on which notes were printed 
from these plates." 

"Come and show me!" cried Captain Mc- 
Greggor, starting up. 

"I darsn't." 

"Darsn't — why not ?" 

"I promised him I wouldn't tell any one, not 
even my mother, wher^e the secret lockers were, 
until he had got done using them, and had gone 
away." 

"Well, he's 'done gone' now, as the darkies 
say. Why, Archie, this man is the very 
'king of the counterfeiters' we have been 
chasing. His making explosives was all hum- 
bug. You gave us the clew by putting us on 
the trail of that fellow Raffeto, and now you've 
furnished us the evidence to convict him if he 
is ever caught. My men were not sure enough 
of their ground to arrest him on the spot, and 
so keep him from telegraphing to Gazzo. 
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Gazzo's luck in being in town when the tele- 
gram came gave him a chance to skip out before 
we could get here." 

"But why did he leave all his stuff?" asked 
Mr. Duncan. 

"Well, I suppose he didn't dare come back 
after it ; and besides, he must have believed it 
was safer here than anywhere else, for he prob- 
ably had no idea that Archie was entangled 
in the net spread for the gang." 

"Then he'll come back, to get these things," 
exclaimed Mrs. Duncan. 

"Not he! By this time he has learned the 
whole situation, and, unless he has been trapped 
by my men who are closing round Luigi, he 
will know that his property has been captured, 
and he will flee the country, — unless he's 
a bigger fool than I think him. So you see, 
my lad, you can safely tell all you know." 

"That seems sensible," Mr. Duncan put in; 
"and you'd better make a clean breast of it, 
Archie. You don't want to get foul of Uncle 
Sam again, boy." 

"If we get you in court again, you'll have 
to tell, or go to jail," said the captain, earnestly. 
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"In fact you'll have to do it anyhow, if you ex- 
pect us to pay you that seven hundred and fifty 
dollars' reward," the officer added less sternly. 

"1 guess you're free of any promises to that 
wicked man, dear," said his mother, throwing 
her arm about his neck. "You had no idea, 
when you made them, that you were helping 
a criminal, and now it is your duty, I think, 
to do all you can to bring his crimes to an end, 
whether you profit by it or not." 

"I guess that's good law as well as good ad- 
vice, " his father added. 

"Of course, if you all think I am doing right, 
I am only too glad to let you know everything, 
but he was mighty good to me, and I hate to 
go back on a man. I think it would be 
easier and nicer if you'd all come up to the old 
house and let me show you." 

Everybody seemed eager to go. 

"But, Pa," said Archie, "I want mother to 
go, too, and of course she must ride. Can't 
you hitch up the fight wagon ? That machinery 
and the money are too heavy to carry in our 
hands anyhow." 

"What money? Where are you all going? 
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Let me go, too!" a merry voice chimed in, 
and Mollie French, as gay as a lark, came 
flying in from the kitchen, whose door was the 
first entrance she had come to. She had just 
got home, and was "just dying" to talk it 
all over with the Duncans, never dreaming of 
stumbUng upon so dramatic a sequel of her 
story. 

"There's no more use in your going than 
there is in your having the pip," Archie called 
out teasingly, but it didn't stop her. 

A few minutes later all were jogging up the 
road, the men walking behind the wagon and 
the women driving old Whiteface, — 
" ' Mollie and I and the Baby,' " 
sang Archie, as they trotted off. Officer Merrit 
stayed at the house with the hired man to 
guard the treasures the boy had brought down, 
for Malcolm had joined the party. 

Arrived at the hill farm, Archie tore the board 
from the broken window, climbed in, opened 
the door, and invited everybody to enter. 

"Now," he said, his eyes flashing with pride 
and enjoyment. "All I showed you came from 
the inside of this house, and all I told you about 
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is here, too ; and I want to see if any of you can 
find the stuff. Here's a great detective, and 
it would be lots of fun to puzzle him to a stand- 
still!" 

"It's a fair hit," said the captain, joining in 
the laugh; "but no detective, small or great, 
can see farther into a stone wall than any- 
body else. He makes it his business to notice 
things a Uttle more sharply, and piece them to- 
gether a little more surely than other people, 
that's all. But I'm not going to let you make 
game of me, and I won't try to penetrate your 
tricks," 

"Not if I'll help you a Httle?" 

"I won't promise." 

"Quit your fooling, boy, and go ahead," his 
father commanded. 

And so, with keen enjoyment of their sur- 
prise, and especially of MoUie's fond admiration, 
Archie opened before them one after another 
of his treasure-lockers, and established the 
proof that Gazzo was a counterfeiter of both 
American and foreign money. 



CHAPTER XXrX 

RESULTS 

What remains hardly needs telling. Poor 
Luigi, unsuspecting that he was surrounded 
by skilled detectives, backed by the whole 
wealth and power of the United States, and 
communicating over his head and under his 
feet by telegraph and telephone and secret 
signals, guided Brown and his aides straight 
to the haunts of his fellow-coiners, and so 
betrayed to capture the whole gang. All, in- 
cluding Maria — who turned out to be Luigi's 
wife, not Dr. Gazzo's — were convicted and 
sent to prison. The "king," however, was not 
taken. He was too cunning to put his neck 
in the noose — too disloyal to go to their 
assistance. It was soon discovered that he 
had fled to Europe by way of Montreal. 
The Austrian and Italian governments were 
promptly informed of his arrangements for 
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making and circulating counterfeits of their 
money, and an Italian officer arrested the man 
in Marseilles. In taking him to Genoa by sea 
he was lost, and it was generally believed that 
he had leaped overboard, rather than face the 
certain fate awaiting him in his native land ; 
for he had been recognized as an army officer 
who years before had falsified money accounts 
and deserted with his plunder. 

Captain McGreggor, fond of his boyhood 
home, and pleased with the way it had been 
put into shape, arranged to buy it and fit it 
up as a summer home for his family, thus ful- 
filling the expectations with which Archie had 
begun the work of repair. 

As for Archie himself, he went straight back 
to school, where Dr. Featherstone's boys, with 
the consent of their master, organized the 
JoUiest reception a boy ever got — a total and 
rather embarrassing surprise, which McEIroy 
tried to tone down by reminding him that they 
were all astonished to see such white milk 
come from a black cow. 

This school year was followed by a second, 
which was broken by a visit to Washington, at 
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the invitation of Captain McGreggor, with 
whose family he spent a week at the holidays ; 
and so well did his host guide him, and so 
many unusual doors were opened, that, apart 
from the fun of it, Archie thought he had 
learned more than a whole term in school 
would teach him. 

When the second year at the school was 
drawing to a close, the question of whether he 
should go to college, or to a technical school, 
or to none at all, occupied many hours of 
thought, and was anxiously considered by 
parents and friends. The idea of a regular 
college com-se, although Dr. Featherstone urged 
it, was soon put aside. 

"I'm no scholar — I'm just 'Tommy the 
Tinker,'" the boy laughingly told the doctor, 
in excusing himself for his reluctance to take 
an academic course ; "and if I must go to school 
any more, I want it to be in the line of en- 
gineering or mechanics; otherwise I would 
rather go into a machine shop and get at work." 

"Suppose you write to Judge Holcomb, 
and ask his advice," Dr. Featherstone sug- 
gested. 
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"I had thought of that. Do you think I 
might trouble him?" 

"I am sure he would gladly advise you." 

The upshot of the matter was that it was de- 
cided that Archie should go for two years to a 
technical school in Philadelphia, for the ex- 
penses of which the young man had now nearly 
enough funds from his rewards and his house 
sale, which he insisted upon using, as long as it 
lasted, rather than to take his father's money. 
At the end of that time, if he did well, and 
was still of this mind, Judge Holcomb promised 
that he should be given a place in the mechani- 
cal department of the railroad, suited to such 
abiUties as he might then show, whence promo- 
tion would surely follow if he proved worthy 
of it. Everybody was pleased at the prospect 
this opened, and none more than MoUie. 

"You'll climb right up and be at the very 
head of things in no time !" she declared, with 
a subhmity of faith which was most inspiring. 
"And, Archie," the girl exclaimed with fine 
enthusiasm, "I'd rather be President of the 
Pennsylvania Railroad than President of the 
United States!" 



B-r THE SAME AUTHOR 



WILD NEIGHBORS 

Out-door Studies in the United Staies 

WItb Numerous lUastratlotts 

Clotb 12mo $1.50 

" Mr. IngersoU's book may be heartily commended to all. It is another 
most valuable addition to that none too rapidly growing library of works deal- 
ing with the mysteries of the natural world about us, in such a charmingly 
interesting and yet scientifically accurate way that the present and coming gen- 
erations can have no possible excuse for being, as has been too long the case, 
strangers at home." — Minneapolis Tribune. 

"The book is written in admirable style, with a brightness and vivacity 
often lacking in similar works. It is in all respects a most welcome book, and 
will find place on the home shelves, in the clubs, in the libraries, and among 
the treasures of the growing boy no less." — Connecticut Post 



AN ISLAND IN THE AIR 

A Story of Singular Ad'ventures in the Mesa. Country 

Illustrated with a frontispiece In colors^ full'-page balf-tones, and many 
drawings In the text 

Cloth 12mo $1.50 

A story of real adventure on the real frontier, — the Far West of fifty years 
ago, when hfe was large and free, with game for the shooting ; with bears and 
wolves and cougars ; with Indians and soldiers and emigrant trains, and all 
the picturesque furniture of a land of promise for healthy sport. It was neither 
sport nor romance, however, that these young people — ■ boys and girls — were 
in search of down there on the borders of the Navajo country — they came 
because they had to. Nothing was further from their minds than to get sepa- 
rated from their elders by a strange yet perfectly natural accident, and to find 
themselves marooned upon a desert island in a sea of blue air, and then to get 
away by aid of a lot of Mokis, dead and alive. But so it happened ; and 
being brave, resourceful, and jolly, the youngsters met their adventures half- 
way, acquitted themselves with credit, and so escaped from difficulties which 
might have daunted older heads and hands. 



THE MACMILLAN COMPANY 

64-66 FIFTH AVENTJE, NEW YOEK 



BY THE SAME AUTHOR 



THE LIFE OF ANIMALS 

THE MAMMALS 

With Fifteen Full-page Color Plates and Many Other Illustrations 

Cloth Crown 8vo $2,00 net 

"The work is devoted to the part the four-footed, furry creatures daily play 
in the world around them, their place in nature, their means of making a liv- 
ing, their characters and accomplishments. The whole is treated in the light 
of the latest facts, the entire world is covered, and the newest material has 
been utilized. This notable addition to the literature of popular natural his- 
tory is richly illustrated with colored plates, photographs from life, and origi- 
nal drawings." — Norik American, Philadelfhia. 

" No more fascinating romance could be written than the histories of the 
lives of animals. Their habits, intelligence, strange methods of livelihood, 
their love for their mates, and the ways in which they protect their young 
have a never ending interest ; and when the story is told with rare literary 
skill, as it is in Ernest Ingersoll's ' Life of Animals,' it proves a treat for old 
and young alike." — Milwaukee Sentinel. 

" There is an amazing amount of information in this book. It is written 
simply, but with authority. Every man, woman, and child who takes up this 
book will hate to put it down even for a moment; ... an exceedingly enter- 
taining and informing book.'' — Philadelphia Inquirer. 

"The whole subject is treated popularly, from a scientific viewpoint, and in 
the light of the most recent discoveries in the realm of natural history. The 
mammals of the different parts of the world are considered and the result is 
an informing and fascinating book.'' — Chicago News. 
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